- Jaunry. joa 


AYRSHIRE IpyLis | 


‘ 


ML RO as & novelist is of eh highest rank in n tho field of a 
; mastery of the language, his humour nil his mie Be 
old the reader’s sympathy and attention, entitle his work — 
beside that of Stevenson, Meredith, and Thomas Hardy. 


wer half a million of Neil Munro’s Books have 
ss been sold in the British Empire. 


ny ; 
‘co Ee LATA 
Mage SN 


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
; in 2023 with funding from 
Kahle/Austin Foundation 


https://archive.org/details/lostpibrochandot0000neil 


THE LOST PIBROCH 
JAUNTY JOCK 


AYRSHIRE IDYLLS 


THE WORKS OF NEIL MUNRO. 


INVERARAY EDITION, 


JOHN SPLENDID. 

THE NEW ROAD. 

HE DAFT DAYS. 

THE SHOES OF FORTUNE. 
FANCY FARM, 

DOOM CASTLE. 

CHILDREN OF TEMPEST. 
GILIAN THE DREAMER. 
THE LOST PIBROCH. 
JAUNTY JOCK. wees 
AYRSHIRE IDYLLS. j 


THE LOST PIBROCH 


AND OTHER SHEILING STORIES 


JAUNTY JOCK 


AND OTHER STORIES 


AYRSHIRE IDYLLS 


BY 


NEIL MUNRO 


Willa BLACKWOOD @ SONS -LID. 
Demin ee Us RaGghas eAgN GD ~LUO-N UD ON 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 


CONTENSS. 


THE LOST PIBROCH 


THE LOST PIBROCH . : 5 : 5 = 6 I 
RED HAND : “ 5 - “ - : 15 
THE SECRET OF THE HEATHER-ALE . - . : 21 
BOBOON’S CHILDREN 5 * A A : 3 28 
THE FELL SERGEANT : , : : : - 40 
BLACK MURDO fe 5 “ 2 ° 3 ; 46 
THE SEA-FAIRY OF FRENCH FORELAND 4 C ¢ 61 
SHUDDERMAN SOLDIER. : i : ; 3 69 
WAR : 5 : 4 : 5 : 5 r 80 
A FINE PAIR OF SHOES . 5 : 3 3 97 
CASTLE DARK . : 5 : - : . : 103 
JUS PRIM# NOCTIS . . ; : , 5 : 113 
A GAELIC GLOSSARY : : : . : 5 127 


JAUNTY JOCK 


JAUNTY JOCK. ‘ 4 : ; ; : : 129 


YOUNG PENNYMORE é - a s . ; 144 
A RETURN TO NATURE. 4 . é ; : 153 
THE BROOCH . 5 - 2 5 : : c 170 
THE FIRST-FOOT Q . ° 5 c : C 186 


CONTENTS 


ISLE OF ILLUSION . : ‘ F ; 4 to? 
THE TUDOR CUP : : : ; : ; e203 
‘* COPENHAGEN”: A CHARACTER ; ; ; : 212 
THE SILVER DRUM . : : ’ : ; EZ tO 
THE SCOTTISH POMPADOUR 2 5 ? " A PRY 
THE TALE OF THE BOON COMPANION : 4 . 244 


AYRSHIRE IDYLLS 


URSA MAJOR . ; : 4 s 4 4 255 
MOSSGIEL RAB A 2 5 ‘ 5 5 F 263 
THE LION OF THE COVENANT . 5 A é A 268 
BURNS AND CLARINDA  . - : : . . 278 
THE CLOAK OF DARKNESS A . ° . . 283 
THE MAKING OF TAM 0’ SHANYER , ; Z ; 290 
““ MAGIC CASEMENTS ”’ ; : A ‘ r ‘ 297 
THE DEMOCRAT : . - 4 C - c 305 
THE THREE BROTHERS . : ; n , c 312 
MISS JEAN : ; 5 ci . 6 fs * 318 


Hei Olo te PLB iV O i 


First published in March 1896 


By Wm. Blackwood & Sons 
Edinburgh and London 


3/6 EDITION 


October 1898 
August 1899 
December 1902 
April 1919 
CHEAP EDITION 
April 1902 
UNIFORM EDITION (3/6) 
July 1923 
October 1923 
December 1925 
June 1929 


February 1931 


INVERARAY EDITION 
February 1935 


August 1935 
September 1941 
October 1948 


Printed in Scotland 
By Wm. Blackwood & Sons Ltd. 


HE OS Thi ko C A: 


To the make of a piper go seven years of his own learning 
and seven generations before. If it is in, it will out, as the 
Gaelic old-word says; if not, let him take to the net or 
sword, At the end of his seven years one born to it will 
stand at the start of knowledge, and leaning a fond ear to 
the drone, he may have parley with old folks of old affairs. 
Playing the tune of the “ Fairy Harp,” he can hear his 
forefolks, plaided in skins, towsy-headed and terrible, 
grunting at the oars and snoring in the caves ; he has his 
whittle and club in the ‘‘ Desperate Battle ”’ (my own tune, 
my darling !), where the white-haired sea-rovers are on the 
shore, and a stain’s on the edge of the tide; or, trying his 
art on Laments, he can stand by the cairn of kings, ken the 
colour of Fingal’s hair, and see the moon-glint on the hook 
of the Druids ! 

To-day there are but three pipers in the wide world, 
from the Sound of Sleat to the Wall of France. Who they 
are, and what their tartan, it is not for one to tell who has 
no heed for a thousand dirks in his doublet, but they may 
be known by the lucky ones who hear them. Namely 
players tickle the chanter and take out but the sound ; 
the three give a tune the charm that I mention—a long 
thought and a bard’s thought, and they bring the notes 
from the deeps of time, and the tale from the heart of the 
man who made it. 

But not of the three best in Albainn to-day is my story, 
for they have not the Lost Pibroch. It is of the three best, 
who were not bad, in a place I ken—Half Town that stands 
in the wood. 

You may rove for a thousand years on league-long 
brogues, or hurry on fairy wings from isle to isle and deep 
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to deep, and find no equal to that same Half Town. It is 
not the splendour of it, nor the riches of its folk ; it is not 
any great routh of field or sheep-fank, but the scented 
winds of it, and the comfort of the pine-trees round and 
about it on every hand. My mother used to be saying 
(when I had the notion of fairy tales), that once on a time, 
when the woods were young and thin, there was a road 
through them, and the pick of children of a country-side 
wandered among them into this place to play at sheilings. 
Up grew the trees, fast and tall, and shut the little folks 
in so that the way out they could not get if they had the 
mind for it. But never an out they wished for. They 
grew with the firs and alders, a quiet clan in the heart of 
the big wood, clear of the world out-by. 

But now and then wanderers would come to Half Town, 
through the gloomy coves, under the tall trees. There were 
packmen with tales of the out-world. There were broken 
men flying from rope or hatchet. And once on a day of 
days came two pipers—Gilian, of Clan Lachlan of Strath- 
lachlan, and Rory Ban, of the Macnaghtons of Dundarave. 
They had seen Half Town from the sea—smoking to the 
clear air on the hillside; and through the weary woods 
they came, and the dead quiet of them, and they stood on 
the edge of the fir-belt. 

Before them was what might be a township in a dream, 
and to be seen at the one look, for it stood on the rising hill 
that goes back on Lochow. 

The dogs barked, and out from the houses and in from 
the fields came the quiet clan to see who could be here. 
Biggest of all the men, one they named Coll, cried on the 
strangers to come forward; so out they went from the 
wood-edge, neither coy nor crouse, but the equal of friend 
or foe, and they passed the word of day. 

“Hunting,” they said, ‘in Easachosain, we found the 
roe come this way.” 

“Tf this way she came, she’s at Duglas Water by now, 
so you may bide and eat. Few, indeed, come calling on us 
in Half Town ; but whoever they are, here’s the open door, 
and the horn spoon, and the stool by the fire.”’ 

He took them in and he fed them, nor asked their names 
nor calling, but when they had eaten well he said to Rory, 
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“You have skill of the pipes ; I know by the drum of your 
fingers on the horn spoon.” 

“‘T have tried them,” said Rory, with a laugh, “‘ a bit— 
abit. My friend here is a player.” 

“You have the art ? ’’ asked Coll. 

“Well, not what you might call the whole art,’’ said 
Gilian, “‘ but I can play—oh yes! I can play two or three 
ports.”’ 

“You can that !”’ said Rory. 

“No better than yourself, Rory.” 

“Well, maybe not, but—anyway, not all tunes ; I allow 
you do ‘ Mackay’s Banner’ in a pretty style.” 

“‘ Pipers,’ said Coll, with a quick eye to a coming 
quarrel, ‘‘ I will take you to one of your own trade in this 
place—Paruig Dall, who is namely for music.” 

“Tt’s a name that’s new to me,” said Rory, short and 
sharp, but up they rose and followed Big Coll. 

He took them to a bothy behind the Half Town, a place 
with turf walls and never a window, where a blind man sat 
winding pirns for the weaver-folks. 

“This,” said Coll, showing the strangers in at the door, 
“is a piper of parts, or I’m no judge, and he has as rare 
a stand of great pipes as ever my eyes sat on.” 

‘‘T have that same,” said the blind man, with his face 
to the door. ‘‘ Your friends, Coll?” 

“Two pipers of the neighbourhood,” Rory made answer. 
‘Tt was for no piping we came here, but by the accident 
of the chase. Still and on, if pipes are here, piping there 
might be.” 

“So be it,” cried Coll ; “‘ but I must go back to my cattle 
till night comes. Get you to the playing with Paruig Dall, 
and I’ll find you here when I come back.” And with that 
he turned about and went off. 

_ Paruig put down the ale and cake before the two men, 
and “‘ Welcome you are,” said he. 

They ate the stranger’s bite, and lipped the stranger’s 
cup, and then, ‘‘ Whistle ‘The Macraes’ March,’ my fair 
fellow,” said the blind man. 

“‘ How ken you I’m fair ? ” asked Rory. 

“Your tongue tells that. A fair man has aye a soft bit 
in his speech, like the lapping of milk in a cogie; anda 
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black one, like your friend there, has the sharp ring of 
a thin burn in frost running into an iron pot. ‘The 
Macraes’ March,’ laochain.”’ , 

Rory put a pucker on his mouth and played a little of the 
fine tune. 

‘“So !” said the blind man, with his head to a side, “‘ you 
had your lesson. And you, my Strathlachlan boy without 
beard, do you ken ‘ Muinntir a’ Ghlinne so’ ?”’ 

‘‘ How ken ye I’m Strathlachlan and beardless ? ’”’ asked 
Gilian. 

“‘ Strathlachlan by the smell of herring-scale from your 
side of the house (for they told me yesterday the gannets 
were flying down Strathlachlan way, and that means 
fishing), and you have no beard I know, but in what way 
I know I do not know.” 

Gilian had the siubhal of the pibroch but begun when the 
blind man stopped him. 

“You have it,” he said, ‘‘ you have it in a way, the 
Macarthur’s way, and that’s not my way. But, no matter, 
let us to our piping.” 

The three men sat them down on three stools on the clay 
floor, and the blind man’s pipes passed round between 
them. 

“First,” said Paruig (being the man of the house, and 
to get the vein of his own pipes)—“ first I’ll put on them 
‘The Vaunting.’’’ He stood to his shanks, a lean old man 
and straight, and the big drone came nigh on the black 
rafters. He filled the bag at a breath and swung a lover’s 
arm round about it. To those who know not the pipes, 
the feel of the bag in the oxter is a gaiety lost. The sweet 
round curve is like a girl’s waist ; it is friendly and warm 
in the crook of the elbow and against a man’s side, and to 
press it is to bring laughing or tears. 

The bothy roared with the tuning, and then the air came 
melting and sweet from the chanter. Eight steps up, four 
to the turn, and eight down went Paruig, and the pio- 
baireachd rolled to his fingers like a man’s rhyming. The 
two men sat on the stools, with their elbows on their knees, 
and listened. 

He played but the urlar, and the crunluadh to save time, 
and he played them well. 
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““Good indeed! Splendid, my old fellow!” cried the 
two; and said Gilian, “‘ You have a way of it in the 
crunluadh not my way, but as good as ever I heard.” 

“It is the way of Padruig Og,” said Rory. ‘‘ Well I 
know it! There are tunes and tunes, and ‘ The Vaunting ’ 
is not bad in its way, but give me ‘ The Macraes’ March.’ ” 

He jumped to his feet and took the pipes from the old 
man’s hands, and over his shoulder with the drones. 

*“ Stand back, lad!’ he cried to Gilian, and Gilian went 
nearer the door. 

The march came fast to the chanter—the old tune, the 
fine tune that Kintail has heard before, when the wild men 
in their red tartan came over hill and moor ; the tune with 
the river in it, the fast river and the courageous that kens 
not stop nor tarry, that runs round rock and over fall with 
a good humour, yet no mood for anything but the way 
before it. The tune of the heroes, the tune of the pinelands 
and the broad straths, the tune that the eagles of Loch 
Duich crack their beaks together when they hear, and the 
crows of that country-side would as soon listen to as the 
squeal of their babies. 

“Well! mighty well!” said Paruig Dall. ‘‘ You have 
the tartan of the clan in it.”’ 

““Not bad, I'll allow,” said Gilian. ‘‘ Let me try.” 

He put his fingers on the holes, and his heart took a leap 
back over two generations, and yonder was Glencoe ! 
The grey day crawled on the white hills and the black roofs 
smoked below. Snow choked the pass, eas and corri filled 
with drift and flatted to the brae-face; the wind tossed 
quirky and cruel in the little bushes and among the smoor- 
ing lintels and joists ; the blood of old and young lappered 
on the hearthstone, and the bairn, with a knifed throat, 
had an icy lip on a frozen teat. Out of the place went the 
tramped path of the Campbell butchers—far on their way 
‘to Glenlyon and the towns of paper and ink and liars— 
‘‘ Muinntir a’ ghlinne so, muinntir a’ ghlinne so !—People, 
people, people of this glen, this glen, this glen!” 

“Dogs! dogs! O God of grace—dogs and cowards! ”’ 
cried Rory. ‘‘I could be dirking a Diarmaid or two if by 
luck they were near me.” 

“It is piping that is to be here,” said Paruig, ‘‘ and it 
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is not piping for an hour nor piping for an evening, but the 
piping of Dunvegan that stops for sleep nor supper.’ 

So the three stayed in the bothy and played tune about 
while time went by the door. The birds flew home to the 
branches, the long-necked beasts flapped off to the shore 
to spear their flat fish; the rutting deers bellowed with 
loud throats in the deeps of the wood that stands round 
Half Town, and the scents of the moist night came gusty 
round the door. Over the back of Auchnabreac the sun 
trailed his plaid of red and yellow, and the loch stretched 
salt and dark from Cairn Dubh to Creaggans. 

In from the hill the men and the women came, weary- 
legged, and the bairns nodded at their heels. Sleepiness 
was on the land, but the pipers, piping in the bothy, kept 
the world awake. 

‘““ We will go to bed in good time,” said the folks, eating 
their suppers at their doors ; “‘ in good time when this tune 
is ended.”’ But tune came on tune, and every tune better 
than its neighbour, and they waited. 

A cruisie-light was set alowe in the blind man’s bothy, 
and the three men played old tunes and new tunes—salute 
and lament and brisk dances and marches that coax tired 
brogues on the long roads. 

“ Here’s ‘ Tulloch Ard’ for you, and tell me who made 
it,” said Rory. 

““Who kens that ? Here’s ‘ Raasay’s Lament,’ the best 
port Padruig Mor ever put together.” 

“Tunes and tunes. I’m for ‘A Kiss o’ the King’s 
Hand.’ ”’ 

“ Thug mi pog ’us pog ’us pog, 
Thug mi pog do lamh an righ, 
Cha do chuir gaoth an craicionn caorach, 
Fear a fhuair an fhaoilt ach mi! ”’ 


Then a quietness came on Half Town, for the piping 
stopped, and the people at their doors heard but their blood 
thumping and the night-hags in the dark of the firwood. 

“A little longer and maybe there will be more,” they 
said to each other, and they waited ; but no more music 
came from the drones, so they went in to bed. 

There was quiet over Half Town, for the three pipers 
talked about the Lost Tune. 
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“A man my father knew,” said Gilian, ‘‘ heard a bit of 
it once in Moideart. A terrible fine tune he said it was, but 
sore on the mind.” 

“It would be the tripling,” said the Macnaghton, 
stroking a reed with a fond hand. 

“Maybe. Tripling is ill enough, but what is tripling ? 
There is more in piping than brisk fingers. Am I not right, 
Paruig ? ”’ 

“Right, oh! right. The Lost Piobaiveachd asks for 
skilly tripling, but Macruimen himself could not get at the 
core of it for all his art.” 

“You have heard it then!” cried Gilian. 

The blind man stood up and filled out his breast. 

“Heard it!” he said; ‘‘I heard it, and I play it—on 
the feadan, but not on the full set. To play the tune I 
mention on the full set is what I have not done since I came 
to Half Town.” 

“‘T have ten round pieces in my sporran, and a bonnet- 
brooch it would take much to part me from ; but they’re 
there for the man who’ll play me the Lost Piobaireachd,”’ 
said Gilian, with the words tripping each other to the tip 
of his tongue. 

“And here’s a Macnaghton’s fortune on the top of the 
round pieces,” cried Rory, emptying his purse on the 
table. 

The old man’s face got hot and angry. ‘1 am not,” he 
said, ‘‘a tinker’s minstrel, to give my tuning for bawbees 
and a quaich of ale. The king himself could not buy the 
tune I ken if he had but a whim for it. But when pipers 
ask it they can have it, and it’s yours without a fee. Still 
if you think to learn the tune by my piping once, poor’s 
the delusion. It is not a port to be picked up like a cockle 
on the sand, for it takes the schooling of years and blindness 
forbye.” 
~ “ Blindness ? ”’ 

“Blindness indeed. The thought of it is only for the 
dark eye.” 

“Tf we could hear it on the full set !”’ 

“Come out, then, on the grass, and you'll hear it, if 
Half Town should sleep no sleep this night.”’ 

They went out of the bothy to the wet short grass. 
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Ragged mists shook o’er Cowal, and on Ben Ime sat a 
horned moon like a galley of Lorn. : 

‘‘T heard this tune from the Moideart man—the last in 
Albainn who knew it then, and he’s in the clods,”’ said the 
blind fellow. 

He had the mouthpiece at his lip, and his hand was 
coaxing the bag, when a bairn’s cry came from a house in 
the Half Town—a suckling’s whimper, that, heard in the 
night, sets a man’s mind busy on the sorrows that folks are 
born to. The drones clattered together on the piper’s elbow 
and he stayed. 

‘‘T have a notion,” he said to the two men. ‘I did not 
tell you that the Lost Piobaireachd is the piobatreachd of 
good-byes. It isthe tune of broken clans, that sets the men 
on the foray and makes cold hearth-stones. It was played 
in Glenshira when Gilleasbuig Gruamach could stretch stout 
swordsmen from Boshang to Ben Bhuidhe, and where are 
the folks of Glenshira this day? I saw a cheery night in 
Carnus that’s over Lochow, and song and story busy about 
the fire, and the Moideart man played it for a wager. In 
the morning the weans were without fathers, and Carnus 
men were scattered about the wide world.” 

“It must be the magic tune, sure enough,” said 
Gilian. 

“Magic indeed, laochain! It is the tune that puts 
men on the open road, that makes restless lads and seeking 
women. Here’s a Half Town of dreamers and men fatten- 
ing for want of men’s work. They forget the world is 
wide and round about their fir-trees, and I can make them 
crave for something they cannot name.” 

ms Epa or bad, out with it,” said Rory, “‘if you know it 
at all.” 

‘“ Maybe no’, maybe no’. Iam old and done, Perhaps 
I have lost the right skill of the tune, for it’s long since I 
put it on the great pipe. There’s in me the strong notion to 
try it whatever may come of it, and here’s for it.” 

He put his pipe up again, filled the bag at a breath, 
brought the booming to the drones, and then the chanter- 
reed cried sharp and high. 

‘ He’s on it,” said Rory in Gilian’s ear. 

The groundwork of the tune was a drumming on the deep 
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notes where the sorrows lie—‘‘ Come, come, come, my 
children, rain on the brae and the wind blowing.” 

“Tt is a salute,” said Rory. 

“It’s the strange tune anyway,” said Gilian; “listen 
to the time of yon!” 

The tune searched through Half Town and into the 
gloomy pine-wood ; it put an end to the whoop of the 
night-hag and rang to Ben Bhreac. Boatmen deep and 
far on the loch could hear it, and Half Town folks sat up to 
listen. 

Its story was the story that’s ill to tell—something of 
the heart’s longing and the curious chances of life. It 
bound up all the tales of all the clans, and made one tale 
of the Gaels’ past. Dirk nor sword against the tartan, but 
the tartan against all else, and the Gaels’ target fending the 
hill-land and the juicy straths from the pock-pitted little 
black men. The winters and the summers passing fast 
and furious, day and night roaring in the ears, and then 
again the clans at variance, and warders on every pass and 
on every parish. 

Then the tune changed. 

““ Folks,” said the reeds, coaxing. ‘‘ Wide’s the world 
and merry the road. Here’s but the old story and the 
women we kissed before. Come, come to the flat-lands rich 
and full, where the wonderful new things happen and the 
women’s lips are still to try!’ 

“To-morrow,” said Gilian in his friend’s ear—“ to- 
morrow I will go jaunting to the North. It has been in 
my mind since Beltane.”’ 

“One might be doing worse,” said Rory, “‘ and I have 
the notion to try a trip with my cousin to the foreign wars.” 

The blind piper put up his shoulder higher and rolled 
the air into the crunluadh breabach that comes prancing 
with variations. Pride stiffened him from heel to hip, and 
hip to head, and set his sinews like steel. 

He was telling of the gold to get for the searching and the 
bucks that may be had for the hunting. “‘ What,” said the 
reeds, ‘‘ are your poor crops, slashed by the constant rain 
and rotting, all for a scart in the bottom of a pot ? What 
are your stots and heifers—black, dun, and yellow—to 
milch-cows and horses ? Here’s but the same for ever— 
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toil and sleep, sleep and toil even on, no feud nor foray 
nor castles to harry—only the starved field and the sleeping 
moss. Let us toa brisker place! Over yonder are the long 
straths and the deep rivers and townships strewn thick as 
your corn-rigs ; over yonder’s the place of the packmen’s 
tales and the packmen’s wares: steep we the withies 


and go!” 
The two men stood with heads full of bravery and dream- 
ing—men in acarouse. “‘ This,’’ said they, “is the notion 


we had, but had no words for. It’s a poor trade piping and 
eating and making amusement when one might be wander- 
ing up and down the world. We must be packing the haver- 
sacks,” 

Then the crunluadh mach came fast and furious on the 
chanter, and Half Town shook with it. It buzzed in the 
ear like the flowers in the Honey Croft, and made com- 
motion among the birds rocking on their eggs in the wood. 

“So! so!” barked the iolair on Craig-an-eas. ‘‘ I have 
heard before it was an ill thing to be satisfied ; in the morn- 
ing I’ll try the kids on Maam-side, for the hares here are 
wersh and tough.” ‘‘ Hearken, dear,” said the londubh. 
“‘T know now why my beak is gold; it is because I once 
ate richer berries than the whortle, and in season I'll look 
for them on the braes of Glenfinne.’’ ‘‘ Honk-unk,” said 
the fox, the cunning red fellow, ‘‘am not I the fool to be 
staying on this little brae when I know so many roads else- 
where ? ” 

And the people sitting up in their beds in Half Town 
moaned for something new. ‘‘ Paruig Dall is putting the 
strange tune on her there,” said they. ‘‘ What the meaning 
of it is we must ask in the morning, but, ochanoch ! it leaves 
one hungry at the heart.’’ And then gusty winds came 
snell from the north, and where the dark crept first, the 
day made his first showing, so that Ben Ime rose black 
against a grey sky. 

“That’s the Lost Piobaireachd,’”’ said Paruig Dall when 
the bag sunk on his arm. 

And the two men looked at him in a daze. 


Sometimes in the spring of the year the winds from Lorn 
have it their own way with the Highlands. They will come 
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tearing furious over the hundred hills, spurred the faster 
by the prongs of Cruachan and Dunchuach, and the large 
woods of home toss before them like corn before the hook. 
Up come the poor roots and over on their broken arms go 
the tall trees, and in the morning the deer will trot through 
new lanes cut in the forest. 

A wind of that sort came on the full of the day when the 
two pipers were leaving Half Town. 

“* Stay till the storm is over,’’ said the kind folks; and 
“Your bed and board are here for the pipers forty days,”’ 
said Paruig Dall. But ‘“‘ No” said the two; ‘‘ we have 
business that your piobaireachd put us in mind of.” 

“‘T’m hoping that I did not play yon with too much 
skill,’ said the old man. 

“* Skill or no skill,”’ said Gilian, ‘‘ the like of yon I never 
heard. You played a port that makes poor enough all 
ports ever one listened to, and piping’s no more for us 
wanderers.” 

“ Blessings with thee! ’’ said the folks all, and the two 
men went down into the black wood among the cracking 
trees. 

Six lads looked after them, and one said, ‘‘ It is an ill 
day for a body to take the world for his pillow, but what 
say you to following the pipers ? ”’ 

“Tt might,” said one, “‘ be the beginning of fortune. 
I am weary enough of this poor place, with nothing about 
it but wood and water and tufty grass. If we went now, 
there might be gold and girls at the other end.” 

They took crooks and bonnets and went after the two 
pipers. And when they were gone half a day, six women 
said to their men, ‘‘ Where can the lads be ? ” 

‘“We do not know that,” said the men, with hot faces, 
“but we might be looking.” They kissed their children 
and went, with cromags in their hands, and the road they 
took was the road the King of Errin rides, and that is the 
road to the end of days. 

A weary season fell on Half Town, and the very bairns 
dwined at the breast for a change of fortune. The women 
lost their strength, and said, ‘“‘ To-day my back is weak, 
to-morrow I will put things to right,” and they looked 
slack-mouthed and heedless-eyed at the sun wheeling 
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round the trees. Every week a man or two would go to 
seek something—a lost heifer or a wounded roe that was 
never brought back—and a new trade came to the place, 
the selling of herds. Far away in the low country, where 
the winds are warm and the poorest have money, black- 
cattle were wanted, so the men of Half Town made up long 
droves and took them round Glen Beag and the Rest. 

Wherever they went they stayed, or the clans on the 
roadside put them to steel, for Half Town saw them no 
more. And a day came when all that was left in that fine 
place were but women and children and a blind piper. 

“‘ Am I the only man here ? ”’ asked Paruig Dall when it 
came to the bit, and they told him he was. 

““Then here’s another for fortune!” said he, and he 
went down through the woods with his pipes in his oxter. 


14 


RED HAND. 


THE smell of wet larch was in the air, and Glenaora was 
aburst to the coaxing of Spring. Paruig Dall the piper— 
son of the son of Iain Mor—filled his broad chest with two 
men’s wind, and flung the drones over his shoulder. They 
dangled a little till the bag swelled out, and the first blast 
rang in the ear of the morning. Rough and noisy, the 
reeds cried each other down till a master’s hand held them 
in check, and the long soft singing of the piobaireachd 
floated out among the tartan ribbons. The grey peak of 
Drimfern heard the music ; the rock that wards the mouth 
of Carnus let it pass through the gap and over the hill and 
down to the isles below ; Dun Corrbhile and Dunchuach, 
proud Kilmune, the Paps of Salachary, and a hundred 
other braes around, leaned over to listen to the vaunting 
notes that filled the valley. . ‘‘ The Glen, the Glen is mine ! ”’ 
sang the blithe chanter; and, by Finne’s sword, Macrui- 
men himself could not have fingered it better ! 

It was before Paruig Dall left for Half Town ; before the 
wars that scorched the glens; and Clan Campbell could 
cock its bonnet in the face of all Albainn. Paruig was old, 
and Paruig was blind, as the name of him tells, but he 
swung with a king’s port up and down on the short grass, 
his foot firm to every beat of the tune, his kilt tossing from 
side to side like a bard’s song, his sporran leaping gaily 
on his brown knees. Two score of lilting steps to the burn- 
side, a slow wheel on a brogue-heel, and then back with the 
sun-glint on the buckles of his belt. 

The men, tossing the caber and hurling the clachneart 
against the sun beyond the peat-bog, paused in their stride 
at the chanter’s boast, jerked the tartan tight on their 
loins, and came over to listen ; the women, posting blankets 
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for the coming sheiling, stopped their splashing in the little 
linn, and hummed in a dream ; and men and women had 
mind of the days that were, when the Glen was soft with 
the blood of men, for the Stewarts were over the way from 
Appin. . 
“God’s splendour! but he can play too,” said the 
piper’s son, with his head areel to the fine tripling. 

Then Paruig pushed the bag further into his oxter, and 
the tune changed. He laid the ground of “‘ Bodaich nam 
Briogais,’”’ and such as knew the story saw the “‘ carles with 
the breeks”’ broken and flying before Glenurchy’s thirsty 
swords, far north of Morven, long days of weary march 
through spoiled glens. 

‘It’s fine playing, I’ll allow,”’ said the blind man’s son, 
standing below a saugh-tree with the bag of his bannered 
pipes in the crook of his arm. He wore the dull tartan of 
the Diarmaids, and he had a sprig of gall in his bonnet, 
for he was in Black Duncan’s tail. ‘‘ Son of Paruig Dall,” 
said the Chief seven years ago come Martinmas, “‘ if you’re 
to play like your father, there’s but Dunvegan for you, 
and the schooling of Patrick Macruimen.”” So Tearlach 
went to Skye—cold isle of knives and caves—and in the 
college of Macruimen he learned the pi0b-mhor. Morning 
and evening, and all day between, he fingered the feadan 
or the full set-—gathering and march, massacre and moan- 
ing, and the stately salute. Where the lusty breeze comes 
in salt from Vaternish across Loch Vegan, and the purple 
loom of Uist breaks the sunset’s golden bars, he stood on 
the braes over against Borearaig and charmed the grum- 
bling tide. And there came a day that he played ‘‘ The 
Lament of the Harp-Tree”’ with the old years of sturdy 
fight and strong men all in the strain of it, and Patrick 
Macruimen said, ‘‘No more, lad; go home: Lochow 
never heard another like you.” As a cock with its comb 
uncut, came the stripling from Skye. 

“Father,” he had said, ‘‘ you play not ill for a blind 
man, but you miss the look on the men’s faces, and that’s 
half the music. Forbye, you are old, and your fingers are 
slow on the grace-notes. Here’s your own flesh and blood 
can show you fingering there was never the like of anywhere 
east the Isles.” 
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The stepmother heard the brag. ‘‘A pheasain!’’ she 
snapped, with hate in her peat-smoked face. ‘‘ Your 
father’s a man, and you are but a boy with no heart for 
along day. A place in Black Duncan’s tail, with a gillie 
to carry your pipes and knapsack, is not, mind ye, all that’s 
to the making of a piper.” 

Tearlach laughed in her face. ‘‘ Boy or man,” said he, 
“look at me! north, east, south, and west, where is the 
one to beat me? Macruimen has the name, but there were 
pipers before Macruimen, and pipers will come after him.” 

“It’s maybe as you say,” said Paruig. ‘“‘ The stuff’s in 
you, and what is in must out; but give me cothrom na 
Feinne, and old as,J am, with Finne’s chance, and that’s fair 
play, I can maybe make you crow less crouse. Are ye for 
trying ?”’ 

“Tam at the training of a new chanter-reed,”’ said Tear- 
lach ; ‘‘ but let it be when you will.” 

They fixed a day, and went out to play against each other 
for glory, and so it befell that on this day Paruig Dall was 
playing ‘‘ The Glen is Mine ” and “‘ Bodaich nam Briogais ”’ 
in a way to make stounding hearts. 

Giorsal snapped her fingers in her stepson’s face when 
her husband closed the crunluadh of his piobaireachd. 

“Can you better it, bastard ? ”’ snarled she. 

“‘ Here goes for it, whatever !’’ said Tearlach, and over 
his back went the banner with its boar’s head sewn on gold. 
A pretty lad, by the cross! clean-cut of limb and light of 
foot, supple of loin, with the toss of the shoulder that never 
a decent piper lacked. The women who had been at the 
linn leaned on each other all in the soft larch-scented day, 
and looked at him out of deep eyes; the men on the 
heather arose and stood nigher. 

A little tuning, and then 


“Ts comadh leam’s comadh leam, cogadh na sithe, 
Marbhar ’sa chogadh na crochar ’s an t-sith mi.”” 


“‘ Peace or war !’’ cried Giorsal, choking in anger, to her 
man—“ peace or war! the black braggart! it’s an asp ye 
have for a son, goodman !”’ 

The lad’s fingers danced merry on the chanter, and the 
shiver of something to come fell on all the folk around. 
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The old hills sported with the prancing tune ; Dun Corr- 
bhile tossed it to Drimfern, and Drimfern sent it leaping 
across the flats of Kilmune to the green corries of Leck- 
namban. ‘‘ Love, love, the old tune; come and _ get 
flesh !’’ rasped a crow to his mate far off on misty Ben 
Bhreac, and the heavy black wings flapped east. The 
friendly wind forgot to dally with the pine-tuft and the 
twanging bog-myrtle, the plash of Aora in its brown linn 
was the tinkle of wine in a goblet. ‘‘ Peace or war, peace 
or war; come which will, we care not,” sang the pipe- 
reeds, and there was the muster and the march, hot-foot 
rush over the rotting rain-wet moor, the jingle of iron, the 
dunt of pike and targe, the choked roar of hate and 
hunger, batter and slash and fall, and behind, the old, old 
feud with Appin ! 

Leaning forward, lost in a dream, stood the swank lads 
of Aora. They felt at their hips, where were only empty 
belts, and one said to his child, ‘‘ White love, get me yon 
long knife with the nicks on it, and the basket-hand, for 
I am sick of shepherding.”’ The bairn took a look at his 
face and went home crying. 

And the music still poured on. ’Twas ‘‘ I got a Kiss o’ 
the King’s Hand ”’ and “‘ The Pretty Dirk,’”’ and every air 
better than another. The fairy pipe of the Wee Folk’s 
Knowe never made a sweeter fever of sound, yet it hurt 
the ears of the women, who had reason to know the pay- 
ment of pipers’ springs. 

“Stop, stop, O Tearlach og!” they cried; ‘‘ enough 
of war: have ye not a reel in your budget ? ” 

““ There was never a reel in Boreraig,’’ said the lad, and 
he into ‘‘ Duniveg’s Warning,” the tune Coll Ciotach heard 
his piper play in the west on a day when a black bitch from 
Dunstaffnage lay panting for him, and his barge put nose 
about in time to save his skin. 

‘“ There’s the very word itself in it,” said Paruig, for- 
getting the taunting of Giorsal and all but a father’s pride. 

"Twas in the middle of the ‘“‘ Warning ” Black Duncan, 
his toe on the stirrup, came up from Castle Inneraora, with 
a gillie-wet-foot behind, on his way to Lochow. 

“It’s down yonder you should be, Sir Piper, and not 
blasting here for drink,” said he, switching his trews with 
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his whip and scowling under black brows at the people. 
‘“ My wife is sick of the clarsach and wants the pipes.” 

““T’m no woman’s piper, Lochow ; your wife can listen 
to the hum of her spinning-wheel if she’s weary of her 
harp,” said the lad ; and away rode the Chief, and back to 
the linn went the women, and the men to the cabar and the 
stone, and Tearlach, with an extra feather in his bonnet, 
home to Inneraora, leaving a gibe as he went, for his 
father. 

Paruig Dall cursed till the evening at the son he never 
saw, and his wife poisoned his mind. 

“The Glen laughs at you, man, from Carnus to Croit- 
bhile. It’s a black, burning day of shame for you, Paruig 
Dall!” 

“ Lord, it’s a black enough day for me at the best ! ”’ said 
the blind man. 

“It’s disgraced by your own ill-got son you are, by a boy 
with no blood on his biodag, and the pride to crow over 
you.” 

And Paruig cursed anew, by the Cross and the Dogs of 
Lorn, and the White Glaive of Light the giants wear, and 
the Seven Witches of Cothmar. He was bad though he was 
blind, and he went back to the start of time for his language. 
“But Dhé! the boy can play !”’ he said at the last. 

“Oh, amadain dhoill !’’ cried the woman ; “‘ if it was I, 
a claw was off the cub before the mouth of day.” 

“‘ Witless woman, men have played the pipes before now, 
lacking a finger: look at Alasdair Corrag ! ”’ 

“‘ Allowing ; but a hand’s as easy to cut as a finger for 
a man who has gralloched deer with a keen sgtan-dubh. 
Will ye do’t or no’? ”’ 

Paruig would hearken no more, and took to his pillow. 


Rain came with the gloaming. Aora, the splendid river, 
‘roared up the dark glen from the Salmon Leap ; the hills 
gathered thick and heavy round about the scattered town- 
ships, the green new tips of fir and the copper leaves of the 
young oaks moaned in the wind. Then salt airs came 
tearing up from the sea, grinding branch on branch, and the 
whole land smoked with the drumming of rain that slanted 
on it hot and fast. 
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Giorsal arose, her clothes still on her, put a plaid on her 
black head, and the thick door banged back on the bed as 
she dived into the storm. Her heavy feet sogged through 
the boggy grass, the heather clutched at her draggled coat- 
tails to make her stay, but she filled her heart with one 
thought, and that was hate, and behold! she was on the 
slope of the Black Bull before her blind husband guessed 
her meaning. Castle Inneraora lay at the foot of the woody 
dun, dozing to the music of the salt loch that made tumult 
and spume north and south in the hollow of the mountains. 
Now and then the moon took a look at things, now and then 
a night-hag in the dripping wood hooted as the rain whipped 
her breast feathers ; a roe leaped out of the gloom and into 
it with a feared hoof-plunge above Carlonan ; a thunderbolt 
struck in the dark against the brow of Ben Ime and rocked . 
the world. 

In the cold hour before the mouth of day the woman 
was in the piper’s room at the gate of Inneraora, where 
never a door was barred against the night while Strong 
Colin the warder could see from the Fort of Dunchuach to 
Cladich. Tearlach the piper lay on his back, with the glow 
of a half-dead peat on his face and hands. ‘“‘ Paruig, 
Paruig ! ’’ said the woman to herself, as she softly tramped 
out the peat-fire and turned to the bed. And lo! it was 
over. Her husband’s little black knife made a fast sweep 
on the sleeper’s wrist, and her hand was drenched with the 
hot blood of her husband’s son. 

Tearlach leaped up with a roar in the dark and felt for 
his foe ; but the house was empty, for Giorsal was running 
like a hind across the soaked stretch of Cairnban. The 
lightning struck at Glenaora in jagged fury and confusion ; 
the thunder drummed hollow on Creag Dubh: in a turn 
of the pass at the Three Bridges the woman met her 
husband. 

“Daughter of hell!”’ said he, ‘‘is’t done? and was’t 
death ? ” 

“Darling,” said she, with a fond laugh, ‘‘ ’twas only a 
brat’s hand. You can give us ‘ The Glen is Mine!’ in the 
morning.” 
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Down Glenaora threescore and ten of Diarmaid’s stout 
fellows took the road on a fine day. They were men from 
Carnus, with more of Clan Artair than Campbell in them ; 
but they wore Gilleasbuig Gruamach’s tartan, and if they 
were not on Gilleasbuig Gruamach’s errand, it makes 
little difference on our story. It was about the time 
Antrim and his dirty Irishers came scouring through our 
glens with flambeaux, dirk and sword and other arms 
invasive, and the country was back at its old trade of 
fighting, with not a sheiling from end to end, except on the 
slopes of Shira Glen, where a clan kept free of battle and 
drank the finest of heather-ale that the world envied the 
secret of. 

““ Lift we and go, for the Cattle’s before!’ said Alasdair 
Piobaire on the chanter of a Dunvegan great-pipe—a neat 
tune that roared gallant and far from Carnus to Bara- 
caldine ; so there they were, the pick of swank fellows on the 
road ! 

At the head of them was Niall Mor a’ Chamais—the same 
gentleman namely in story for many an art and the 
slaughter of the strongest man in the world, as you'll find 
in the writings of my Lord Archie. ‘‘ God! look at us!” 
said he, when his lads came over the hill in the grey mouth 
- of day. ‘‘ Are not we the splendid men? Fleas will there 
be this day in the hose of the Glenshira folk.”” And he sent 
his targe in the air in a bravado, catching it by the prong 
in its navel, smart and clean, when it whirled back. 

Hawks yelped as they passed ; far up on Tullich there 
was barking of eagles; the brogues met the road as light 
as the stag-slot ; laughing, singing, roaring ; sword-heads 
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and pikes dunting on wooden targets—and only once they 
looked back at their women high on the brae-face. 

The nuts were thick on the roadside, hanging heavy from 
swinging branches, and some of the men pulled them off 
as they passed, stayed for more, straggled, and sang bits of 
rough songs they ken over many of on Lochowside to this 
day. So Niall Mor glunched at his corps from under his 
bonnet and showed his teeth. 

‘Gather in, gather in,’ said he; “‘ ye march like a 
drove of low-country cattle. Alasdair, put ‘ Baile Inner- 
aora’ on her!” 

Alasdair changed his tune, and the good march of Clan 
Diarmaid went swinging down the glen. 

The time passed ; the sun stood high and hot ; clucking 
from the fir-plantings came woodcock and cailzie ; the two 
rivers were crossed, and the Diarmaids slockened their 
thirst at the water of Altan Aluinn, whose birth is some 
where in the bogs beside tall Bhuidhe Ben. 

Where the clans met was at the Foal’s Gap, past Maam. 
A score of the MacKellars ran out in a line from the bushes, 
and stotted back from the solid weight of Diarmaid moving 
in a lump and close-shouldered in the style Niall Mor got 
from the Italian soldier. Some fell, hacked on the head 
by the heavy slash of the dry sword ; some gripped too late 
at the pikes that kittled them cruelly ; and one—Iver-of- 
the-Oars—tripped on a root of heather, and fell with his 
breast on the point of a Diarmaid’s dirk. 

To the hills went a fast summons, and soon at the 
mouth of the gap came twoscore of the MacKellars. They 
took a new plan, and close together faced the green tartan, 
keeping it back at the point of steel, though the pick of 
Glenaora wore it, and the brogues slipped on the brae-face. 
It was fast cut and drive, quick flash of the dirk, with the 
palm up and the hand low to find the groin, and a long 
reach with the short black knife. The choked breath hissed 
at teeth and nose, the salt smell of new blood brought a 
shiver to birch-leaf and gall. But ever the green tartan 
had the best of it. 

“ Bas, bas, Dhiarmaid !’” cried Calum Dubh, coming up 
on the back of his breaking two-score with fresh lads from 
Elerigmor, bed-naked to the hide, and a new fury fell on 
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the two clans tearing at it in the narrow hollow in between 
the rocky hills. So close they were, there was small room 
for the whirl of the basket-hilt, and ‘‘ Mind Tom-a-Phubaill 
and the shortened steel! ’’ cried Niall Mor, smashing a 
pretty man’s face with a blow from the iron guard of his 
Ferrara sword. The halberts, snapped at the haft to 
make whittles, hammered on the target-hides like stones 
on a coffin, or rang on the bosses ; the tartan ripped when 
the stuck one rolled on his side before the steel could be 
twisted out; below the foot the grass felt warm and 
greasy, and the reason was not ill to seek. 

Once it looked like the last of Calum Dubh. He was 
facing Niall Mor, sword and targe, and Niall Mor changed 
the sword to the other hand, pulled the sgian-dubh from his 
garter, and with snapping teeth pushed like a lightning 
fork below MacKellar’s target. An Elerigmor man ran in 
between ; the little black knife sunk into his belly with a 
moist plunge, and the blood spouted on the deer-horn haft. 

“ Mallachd ort! Y meant yon for a better man,’ cried 
Niall Mor; ‘‘ but it’s well as it is, for the secret’s to the 
fore,’ and he stood up dour and tall against a new front 
of MacKellar’s men. 

Then the sky changed, and a thin smirr of warm rains 
fell on the glen like smoke ; some black-cattle bellowed at 
the ford in a wonder at where their herds could be, and the 
herds—stuck, slashed, and cudgelled—lay stiffening on the 
torn grass between the gap and MacKellar’s house. From 
end to end of the glen there was no man left but was at the 
fighting. The hook was tossed among the corn ; the man 
hot-foot behind the roe, turned when he had his knife at 
its throat, to go to war; a lover left his lass among the 
heather ; and all, with tightened belts, were at the old 
game with Clan Diarmaid, while their women, far up on the 
sappy levels between the hill-tops and beside the moor- 

_lochs, span at the wheel or carded wool, singing songs with 
light hearts and thinking no danger. 

Back went MacKellar’s men before Niall Mor and his 
sturdy lads from Carnus, the breeder of soldiers—back 
through the gap and down on the brae to the walls of 
Calum Dubh. 

“°Tllean, ’illean!’’ cried Calum; “lads, lads! they 
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have us, sure enough. Oh! pigs and thieves! squint 
mouths and sons of liars! ”’ 

The cry gathered up the strength of all that was left 
of his clan, Art and Uileam, the Maam lads, the brothers 
from Drimlea and two from over Stron hill, and they stood 
up together against the Carnus men—a gallant madness ! 
They died fast and hard, and soon but Calum and his two 
sons were left fencing, till a rush of Diarmaids sent them 
through the door of the house and tossed among the peats. 

‘‘ Give in and your lives are your own,” said Niall Mor, 
wiping his sword on his shirt-sleeve, and with all that were 
left of his Diarmaids behind his back. 

To their feet stood the three MacKellars. Calum looked 
at the folk in front of him, and had mind of other ends to 
battles. ‘‘ To die in a house like a rat were no great credit,” 
said he, and he threw his sword on the floor, where the 
blades of Art and Uileam soon joined it. 

With tied arms the father and his sons were taken out- 
side, where the air was full of the scents of birch and gall 
new-washed. The glen, clearing fast of mist, lay green and 
sweet for mile and mile, and far at its mouth the fat 
Blaranbuie woods chuckled in the sun, 

“‘T have you now,” said Niall Mor. ‘‘ Ye ken what we 
seek. It’s the old ploy—the secret of the ale.”’ 

Calum laughed in his face, and the two sons said things 
that cut like knives. 

““Man! I’m feared ye’ll rue this,” said Niall Mor, calm 
enough. ‘“‘ Ye may laugh, but—what would ye call a 
gentleman’s death ? ” 

“With the sword or the dagger in the hand, and a 
Diarmaid or two before me,” cried Calum. 

“Well, there might be worse ways of travelling yont— 
indeed there could ill be better ; but if the secret of the ale 
i nok to be ours for the asking, ye’ll die a less well-bred 

eath.” 

“Name it, man, name it,” said Calum. ‘“‘ Might it be 
tow at the throat and a fir-branch.” 

“ Troth,” said Niall Mor, ‘‘ and that were too gentle a 
travelling. The Scaurnoch’s on our way, and the crows at 
the foot of it might relish a Glen Shira carcass.” 

Uileam whitened at the notion of so ugly an end, but 
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Calum only said, “‘ Die we must any way,’’ and Art whistled 
a bit of a pipe-tune, grinding his heel on the moss. 

Niall Mor made to strike the father on the face, but 
stayed his hand and ordered the three in-by, with a few 
of his corps to guard them. Up and down Glen Shira went 
the Diarmaids, seeking the brewing-cave, giving hut and 
home to the flame, and making black hearths and low 
lintels for the women away in the sheilings. They buried 
their dead at Kilblaan, and, with no secret the better, set 
out for Scaurnoch with Calum and his sons. 

The MacKellars were before, like a spreidh of stolen 
cattle, and the lot of the driven herd was theirs. They 
were laughed at and spat on, and dirk-hilts and cromags 
hammered on their shoulders, and through Blaranbuie 
wood they went to the bosky elbow of Dun Corrbhile and 
round to the Dun beyond. 

Calum, for all his weariness, stepped like a man with a 
lifetime’s plans before his mind ; Art looked about him in 
the fashion of one with an eye to woodcraft ; Uileam 
slouched with a heavy foot, white at the jaw and wild of 
eye. 

The wood opened, the hunting-road bent about the hill- 
face to give a level that the eye might catch the country 
spread below. Loch Finne stretched far, from Ardno to 
French Foreland, a glassy field, specked with one sail off 
Creaggans. When the company came to a stand, Calum 
Dubh tossed his head to send the hair from his eyes, and 
looked at what lay below. The Scaurnoch broke at his 
feet, the grey rock-face falling to a depth so deep that 
weary mists still hung upon the sides, jagged here and there 
by the top ofa fir-tree. The sun, behind the Dun, gave the 
last of her glory to the Cowal Hills ; Hell’s Glen filled with 
wheeling mists ; Ben Ime, Ben Vane, and Ben Arthur crept 
together and held princely converse on the other side of the 
sea. 

All in a daze of weariness and thinking the Diarmaids 
stood, and looked and listened, and the curlews were crying 
bitter on the shore. 

‘Oh, haste ye, lads, or it’s not Carnus for us to-night,”’ 
cried Niall Mor. ‘‘ We have business before us, and long’s 
the march to follow. The secret, black fellow! ”’ 
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Calum Dubh laughed, and spat in a bravado over the 
edge of the rock. 

“Come, fool; if we have not the word from you before 
the sun’s off Sithean Sluaidhe, your sleep this night is 
yonder,”’ and he pointed at the pit below. . 

Calum laughed the more. ‘“‘ If it was hell itself,” said 
he, ‘‘ I would not save my soul from it.” 

“Look, man, look! the Sithean Sluaidhe’s getting 
black, and any one of ye can save the three yet. I swear 
it on the cross of my knife.” 

Behind the brothers, one, John-Without-Asking, stood, 
with a gash on his face, eager to give them to the crows 
below. 

A shiver came to Uileam’s lips ; he looked at his father 
with a questioning face, and then stepped back a bit from 
the edge, making to speak to the tall man of Chamis. 

Calum saw the meaning, and spoke fast and thick. 

“Stop, stop,” said he ; “‘ it’s a trifle of a secret, after all, 
and to save life ye can have it.” 

Art took but a little look at his father’s face, then 
turned round on Shira Glen and looked on the hills where 
the hunting had many a time been sweet. ‘‘Maam no 
more,’’ said he to himself ; ‘‘ but here’s death in the hero’s 
style!” 

“T thought you would tell it,’ laughed Niall Mor. 
““ There was never one of your clan but had a tight grip 
of his little life.” 

“Ay!” said Calum Dubh ; “‘ but it’s my secret. I had 
it from one who made me swear on the holy steel to keep 
[ ; but take me to Carnus, and I’ll make you the heather- 
ale.” 

““So be’t, and e? 

“ But there’s this in it, I can look no clansmen nor kin 
in the face after telling it, so Art and Uileam must be out 
of the way first.’ 

“Death, MacKellar ? ” 

“That same.” 

Uileam shook like a leaf, and Art laughed, with his face 
still to Shira, for he had guessed his father’s mind. 

“Faith !’’ said Niall Mor, ‘‘ and that’s an easy thing 
enough,” and he nodded to John-Without-Asking. 
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The man made stay nor tarry. He put a hand on each 
son’s back and pushed them over the edge to their death 
below. One cry came up to the listening Diarmaids, one 
cry and no more—the last gasp of a craven. 

“Now we'll take you to Carnus, and you’ll make us the 
ale, the fine ale, the cream of rich heather-ale,’’ said Niall 
Mor putting a knife to the thongs that tied MacKellar’s 
arms to his side. 

With a laugh and a fast leap Calum Dubh stood back on 
the edge of the rock again. 

‘“‘Crook-mouths, fools, pigs’ sons! did ye think it?” 
he cried. ‘‘ Come with me and my sons and ye’ll get ale, 
ay, and death’s black wine, at the foot of Scaurnoch.”’ He 
caught fast and firm at John-Without-Asking, and threw 
himself over the rock-face. They fell as the scart dives, 
straight to the dim sea of mist and pine-tip, and the Diar- 
maids threw themselves on their breasts to look over, 
There was nothing to see of life but the crows swinging 
on black feathers ; there was nothing to hear but the crows 
scolding. 

Niall Mor put the bonnet on his head and said his first 
and last friendly thing of a foe. 

“Yon,” said he, “‘ had the heart of a man!” 
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From Knapdale to Lorn three wandering clans share the 
country between them, and of the three the oldest and the 
greatest are the swart Macdonalds, children of the Old 
Boboon. 

You will come on them on Wade’s roads,—jaunty 
fellows, a bit dour in the look, and braggart ; or girls with 
sloe-eyes, tall and supple, not with a flat slouching foot 
on the soil, but high in the instep, bounding and stag-sure. 
At their head will be a long lean old man on crutches— 
John Fine Macdonald—Old Boboon, the father and head 
of the noblest of wandering tribes. 

“Sir,” will Boboon say to you, ‘I am the fellow you 
read of in books as the teller of Fingalian tales ; wilt hear 
one of them for a poor Saxon shilling, or wilt buy my lures 
for the fish ? Or perhaps a display of scholarly piping by 
my daughter’s son—the gallant scamp !—who has carried 
arms for his king ? ” 

If one must have the truth, the piping is bad piping, but 
the fish-lures and the tales are the best in the world. 
You will find some of the tales in the writings of Iain Og 
of Isla—such as ‘‘ The Brown Bear of the Green Glen ”’ ; 
but the best are to hear as Boboon minds them when he 
sits with you on the roadside or on the heather beside the 
evening fire, when the brown fluffy eagles bark at the mist 
on Braevallach. Listen well to them, for this person has 
the gift. He had it from his father, who had it from his 
father, who had it from a mother, who, in deep trouble and 
disease, lay awake through long nights gathering thoughts 
as healthy folks gather nuts—a sweet thing enough from 
a sour husk. 


And if time were your property (as it should be the 
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portion of every wiselike man), you might hear many tales 
from Old Boboon, but never the tale of his own three 
chances. 

It happened once upon a time that the captain in the 
town took a notion to make Boboon into a tame house- 
man instead of a creature of the woods and highways. He 
took him first by himself and clapped him into a kilt of 
his own tartan eight yards round the buttocks, full pleated, 
with hose of fine worsted, and a coat with silver buttons. 
He put a pickle money in his sporran, and gave him a place 
a little way down his table. The feeding was high and the 
work was to a wanderer’s fancy ; for it was but whistling 
to a dog now and then, chanting a stave, or telling a story, 
or roaming through the garden behind the house. 

“Ho, ho!” said Boboon, ‘‘ am not I the sturdy fellow 
come to his own ?”’ and about the place he would go with 
a piper’s swagger, switching the grass and shrubs with a 
withie as he went, in the way gentlemen use riding-sticks. 

But when Inneraora town lay in the dark of the winter 
night, and the captain’s household slept, Boboon would 
hear his clan calling on him outside the wall. 

““Boboon ! oh, Boboon! old hero! come and collogue 
with your children.” 

He would go to the wall, which was lower on the inside 
than the out (and is, indeed, the wall of old Quinten, where 
a corps of Campbells, slaughtered by Inverlochy dogs, lie 
under a Latin stone), and he would look down at his friends 
running about like polecats in the darkness, in their ragged 
kilts and trews, their stringy hair tossing in the wind. The 
women themselves would be there, with the bairns whining 
on their backs. : 

“Ay! ay! this is you, my hearty folk ! ’’ he would say ; 
“ glad am I to see you and smell the wood-fire reek off you. 
How is it on the road ?”’ 

‘From here we have not moved since you left us, John 
Fine. We are camped in the Blue Quarry, and you never 
came near your children and friends.”’ 

‘‘God! and here’s the one that’s sorry for that same. 
But over the walls they will not let me. ‘ If gentleman you 
would be,’ says the captain, ‘ you must keep out of woods 
and off the highway.’ ”’ 
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** And you like it, Boboon ? ”’ 

‘‘ Like it, heroes! But for the honour and ease of it, 
give me a fir-root fire in Glen Croe and a dinner of fuarag. 
It is not the day so much as the night. Lying in-by there 
on a posted-bed, I choke for the want of air, though the 
windows and doors are open wide.” 

“Come away with us, Boboon ; we have little luck with 
the fish, and few are our stories since you took to the 
town.” 

‘‘ No, no, dears. Conan’s curse, and I tell youno! In 
this place there is comfort, and every day its own bellyful.” 

‘But the freedom out-by, John, old hero! Last night 
we had the bravest of fires; the sparks flew like birds 
among the Duke’s birches, the ground was snug and dry, 
and 43 

“Begone! I tell ye no!” 

“Listen! To-day we were among the white hares 
beyond the Beannan, thwacking the big fat fellows with 
our clubs. Such sport was not in all Albainn !”’ 

““ White hares!” 

“White hares, old John! And Alasdair Beag has some 
new tunes since you left us—a piobaireachd he picked up 
from a Mull man.” 

“ Would it be ‘ Failte an Roich’ ? ”’ 

“ Better than that by far; a masterly tune! Come out 
and hear him.” 

But Old Boboon leaned with his arms on the wall and 
made no move to be off with his children. 

“Come and stravaig,” said the girls, and his daughter 
Betty put a foot in a cranny and pulled herself up beside 
him to put coaxing arms round his neck. 

‘Calf of my heart!’ said Boboon, stroking her hair, 
soft handed. 

“We have the fine feeding,’’ said the girl in his ear, 
“Yesterday it was plotted trout in the morning and 
tunnag’s eggs ; dinner was a collop off a fat hind.” 

“A gralloched hind ?” 

“No, nor gralloched! That is a fool’s fashion and the 
spoiling of good meat. But come with us, father. Think 
of the burns bubbling, and the stars through the branches, 
and the fresh airs of the morning ! ” 
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“Down, down, you bitch! Would ye tempt me?” 
cried Boboon, pushing the girl from the wall and hurrying 
back with shaking knees to the Latin stone. The night 
was deep black, and for all he could tell by eyesight, he 
might have been in the middle of breezy Moor Rannoch, 
but the town gables crowded thick and solid round his 
heart. He missed the free flowing winds; there was a 
smell of peat and coal from dead house-fires, and he spat 
the dust of lime from his throat. 

Over the wall the clan scraped and skurried as weasels 
do. They dared make no noise for fear the town should 
waken, but in hoarse voices they called all together— 

““Boboon, Boboon, oh! come home to the wood, 
Boboon !” 

“Am not I the poor caged one ? ” said Boboon to him- 
self, and he ran in that he might hear no more. 

It was the same the next night and the next, and it 
looked like going on without end. Ever the wanderers 
coming at night to the wall and craving their head to come 
out. And one night they threw over a winged black-cock, 
that fell with beating feathers at Boboon’s feet as he stood 
in the dark listening to the swart Macdonalds whining 
out-by. 

He picked up the bird and ran kind fingers through 
its feathers, The heat coursed in its breast and burned 
to a fever in its wounded oxter. Its little heart beat on 
Boboon’s thumb like a drumstick. 

“Poor bird!’ said he; ‘‘ well I ken where ye came 
from, and the merry times ye had. Ye hatched in the 
braes of Ben Bhuidhe, and clucked on the reedy places 
round about the side of that tall hill, Before your keen 
eyes in the morning was the Dubh Loch, and the Shira— 
winding like a silver belt. Sure am I ye took wing for it 
with the day, and over Stuc Scardan to Aora Glen to make 

“merry among your mates in the heather and the fern. Oh! 
choillich-dhwibh, choillich-dhuibh, hard’s our fate with 
broken wings and the heart still strong!” 

He thrawed the bird’s neck, and then went over the wall 
to join his clan. 

His second chance ended no better. He was back in a 
new kilt and jacket a twelvemonth later, and this time the 
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captain tried the trick of a dog’s freedom—out on the road 
as he liked by day, but kennel at night. 

One day Boboon was on his master’s errand round 
Stron. It was the spring of the year. The shore, at the 
half-ebb, was clean and sweet, and the tide lapped at the 
edge as soft as a cat at milk. 

‘Going round Stron on the hard yellow road, he got to 
think of the sea’s good fortune,—of the many bays it 
wandered into by night or day ; of its friendship with far- 
out forelands, and its brisk quarrels with the black rocks. 
Here was no dyke at any time, but all freedom, the restless- 
ness and the roaming, sleep or song as the mood had it, and 
the ploys with galleys and gabberts; the cheery halloo 
of the winds and the waving of branches on foreign isles 
to welcome one. 

The road opened before him in short swatches—the sort 
of road a wanderer likes, with not too much of it to be 
seen at one look. In the hazel-wood by the way the bark 
of the young trees glistened like brass ; thin new switches 
shot out straight as shelisters. John Fine, with the sun 
heating his back, started at the singing of Donnacha Ban’s 
“‘ Coire Cheathaich ”’ :— 


“ O ’twas gladsome to go a-hunting 
Out in the dew of the sunny morn! 
For the great red stag was never wanting, 
Nor the fawn, nor the doe with never a horn. 


My beauteous corri, my misty corri! 
What light feet trod thee in joy and pride! 
What strong hand gathered thy precious treasures, 
What great hearts leaped on thy craggy side! ”’ 


Rounding Dundarave, the road lay straight before him 
till it thinned in the distance to a needle-point pricking the 
trees, and at the end of it was a cloud of dust. 

‘‘ What have [here ? ”’ said Boboon to himself, stretching 
out with long steps, the kilt flapping against the back of 
his knees. 

The cloud came close, and lo! here was his own clan 
on the march, draggled and stoury, rambling, scattered 
like crows, along the road. 
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‘““Boboon ! Boboon !”’ they cried, and they hung about 
him, fingering his fine clothes. 

He looked at their brown flesh, he saw the yellow soil 
in the crannies of their brogues, the men loose and black- 
guardly, the women red-cheeked, ripe, and big-breasted, 
with bold eyes, and all had enchantment for him! A stir 
set up in his heart that he could not put down. 

““ Where were you yesterday ? ”’ he asked. 

“On the side of the Rest in Glen Croe, with dry beds of 
white hay and no hurry.” 

“* Where are you for?” 

‘““Have you forgotten the wanderer’s ways, Boboon ? 
Where does this road go to? ”’ 

““ Well ye ken, my heroes! It goes to the end of a man’s 
will. If the man says, ‘I bide here,’ it’s the end of the 
road ; but if he has the notion, it will take him to the end 
of days. That, by my soul! is the charm of all roads that 
are not in towns ; and now that I think of it, let the captain 
whistle on his errand, for I’m Boboon and sick of the causey 
stones.” 

So night found Boboon and his clan far in at the back of 
Auchnabreac, town-muir and bonny place, where some we 
ken would sooner be than wandering o’er the world. 

And the days passed, and at Martinmas the captain was 
at Kilmichael Market, and he came on Boboon with his 
people on the edge of the market-place. Boboon in those 
days was as straight as a young saugh-wand, sharp and 
thin, all thong at the joints, and as supple as a wild cat. 
He was giving a display with the sgian-dubh, stabbing it 
on the ground at the back of his left heel and twisting his 
right arm round the leg to get the blade out of the ground 
without bending the knee. It was a trick to take the eye, 
but neither bardic nor soldierly, yet there was a throng 
of drovers about him. Along with him was his daughter 
Betty, who took after him for looks, but had her dead 
mother’s dainty tongue, and from her mother a little book- 
schooling John Fine had never the need of. 

The eye of the captain fell on the two of them as they 
stood there, with their forty clan-folk going about the 
market, and he was gripped by a new notion to give 
Boboon the third and the last chance. 
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‘“ Boboon !”’ he said, ‘‘ come back to the town this once, 
and I’ll put you and your daughter up together in a house 
of your own.” 

Before a week was out the thing was as he wanted. 
Boboon and Betty got a room in Macvicar’s Land, with a 
wooden floor, and a fire on the side of the wall with a built- 
in chimney, and other gentilities beside. They stayed for 
months, and they stayed for years, and the clan craved 
them in vain to come home. Betty was put to the books 
and the arts of ladydom by the captain’s mother and sister, 
and she took to them like a Ridir’s daughter. She lost the 
twang of the road-folk ; she put her errant hair in leash ; 
she grew to the habit of snodding and redding, until for 
grace and good looks she was the match of them that 
taught her. 

One day the captain, walking in his garden in deep 
cogitation, fell in the way of the girl as she roamed among 
the bushes. He got for the first time the true glance of 
her (for one may look at a person for years and not see the 
reality till a scale falls from the eyes), and behold! here 
was a woman who set his heart drumming. 

It was that very night Boboon put an end to his last 
chance. 

The strong sun of the day left the night hot and clammy, 
and a haze hung on the country such as one sees in these 
parts in keenest frost. Macivar’s Land was full of smells— 
of sweating flesh and dirty water, of fish and the rotting 
airs of sunless holes—and the dainty nose of Macdonald 
took a disgust. He flung open door and window, and 
leaned out at the window with his neck bared and his 
mouth stretched wide gasping to the air. The bairns in 
the back-land looked up and laughed. 

“Look at Boboon, Boboon, Boboon, the father of Lady 
Betty!’ they cried, and John Fine shook his fist and 
cursed their families. 

But there was no ease from the trouble in this fashion, 
so he got up and went behind the town, and threw himself 
under the large trees with an ear to the ground. Beside 
him the cattle crunched the sappy grass in so sweet and 
hearty mouthfuls that he could well wish he had the taste 
of nature himself, and they breathed great breaths of 
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content. His keen ears could catch the hopping of beasts 
on the grass and the scratching of claws in the wood, he 
could hear the patter of little feet, and the birds above him 
scraping on the bark when they turned in their sleep. A 
townman would think the world slept, so great was the 
booming of quietness ; but Boboon heard the song of the 
night, the bustle of the half world that thrives in shade 
and starshine. 

Leaning now on an elbow, he let his eyes rove among the 
beeches, into the bossy tops, solemn and sedate, and the 
deep recesses that might be full of the little folk of fairy- 
land at their cantrips. And then farther back and above 
all was Dunchuach the stately, lifting its face, wood- 
bearded, to the stars ! 

“Tf a wind was here it was all I wanted,”’ said Boboon, 
and when he said it the wind came—a salty air from the 
sea. The whole countryside cooled and gave out fresh 
scents of grass and earth. 

““Q God! O God!” cried the wanderer, ‘‘ here we are 
out-by, the beasts and the birds and the best of Boboon 
together! Here is the place for ease and the full heart.”’ 

He up and ran into the town, and up to the captain’s 
gate and in. 

““Master,”” he cried, “‘it’s the old story,—I must be 
taking the road for it ; here’s no rest for John Fine Mac- 
donald !”’ 

“But you'll leave the girl,” said the captain, who saw 
the old fever in the man’s eyes ; “‘ I have taken a notion of 
her, and——”’ 

“So be it! let her bide.”’ 

‘“‘T’ll marry her before the morn’s out.’ 

“‘ Marry !’ cried Boboon, putting back his hair from his 
face with a nervous hand. ‘‘ You would marry a wan- 
derer’s child ? ”’ 

_ “ Well, they'll talk, no doubt ; but she has gifts to make 
them forget, and she’s good enough to make a king’s 
woman.” 

‘‘ Sir,’ said Boboon, ‘‘ I have but one thing to say, and 
that’s our own Gaelic old-word, ‘ There are few lapdogs in 
a fox’s litter.’”’ 

The captain’s face got as red as his vest, and he had a 
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ready hand up for an answer to Boboon, but he had mind 
the man was the girl’s father. 

‘‘T’'ll risk it,” he said, ‘‘ and you can go your wandering 
ways, for Betty is willing.” 

“No doubt, no doubt,” said Boboon, and he went. In 
the hollow of the night he was hooting back like a boy at 
the hoolets on the slopes of Coillevraid, and at the mouth of 
day, in a silver wet light, he was standing on the edge of 
the hills that look on two lochs, his head high like a scenting 
deer’s. He turned him round about to all airts with his 
eyes from Cruachan to Cowal, and as far between Knapdale 
and Lorn as a wanderer has vision, and yonder, down at 
Kames, was the camp of his clan! 


Betty his daughter left Macivcar’s Land in the morning 
and went to be captain’s wife, with a seat in the kirk and 
callers from the castle itself. 

“Wait, wait,’ said old Craignure, when the tale reached 
him, “‘ you'll see the fox come out on her ere long.” 

But the fox was not there ; it was skipping a day, as the 
fox will do sometimes when the day before has been good 
hunting. All went well with the woman till the worst that 
might have been the best happened, and she died with her 
first child. It was the year of the stunted oats, that 
brought poverty to Inneraora and black bread to the cap- 
tain’s board; but black bread and brochan would have 
been the blithest of meat for him if Betty was left to share 
it. He took to the bottle, and left the boy to women who 
had no skill of wild youth. 

And the child grew like a fir-tree, straight and tall, full 
of hot blood, swung about by whim and the moment’s 
fancy. For him it was ever the horse and gun, a snatched 
dinner and hearty, and off to the wood or hill. He got to 
know the inner ways of the beasts that hide in the coarse 
grasses and the whin ; at a whistle he could coax flapping 
birds to come to heel. A loose vest and a naked neck for 
ever were marring his gentility, and his closest friends 
were countrymen with hard hands and the loud ready 
laugh. 

One day it came to the captain’s mind that something 
must be made of this young blade, and he sent for him. 
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“‘ Boy,” said he, ‘‘ are you at your books ? ” 

“No, but—but I ken a short way with the badgers,”’ 
the lad made answer. 

“Did you have a lesson this morning ? ”’ 

“Never a lesson,” said the lad; ‘‘I was too busy 
living.” 

_“ Living, said ye?” 

“Living. I was at the swimming at the Creags, and 
beaking in the sun on the braes above the Garron beside 
the march wall where the hedgehogs creep, and I am new 
ee the shinty,” and he shook the shinty-stick in his 

and. 

The captain took to pondering, his chin on his hand and 
his elbows on the table, where a bottle and glass lay beside 
him. 

After a bit he said, “‘ Look ye, my son, what are ye 
meaning to be?” 

“‘T’m for the sword-work,”’ the lad said, in a flash, his 
face twitching. 

““ T would sooner see you in hell first ! ’’ cried the captain, 
thumping the board till the glass rang. He had seen 
foreign wars himself and had a hack on the groin. 

That was the first of the feud between them. 

They fought it dour and they fought it hard, the father 
for the crafts of peace and the lad for his own way, and at 
last one day the captain said— 

‘To the door, brat, and your lair with the Boboons 
you belong to! Faith, and your grandfather was right 
when he said there was never a lapdog in a fox’s litter.” 

Who he came of, the lad had no notion, for the swart 
Macdonalds never came near the town after Boboon left 
it for the last time; but he put on his bonnet, and went 
out of the house and on to the highroad. 

It was well on to winter, a brawling day, with the leaves 
of the Duke’s trees swishing thick and high over the thatch 
and through the streets of the Duke’s town. Snug stood 
the gables, friendly and warm, and the window-lozens 
winked with the light of big peat-fires within. Over the 
breast the sea-birds yelped and crows craked without a 
stop, stirring about in the branches behind Macvicar’s 
Land. And the salt wind! It blew in from the low bay 
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at one end of the town and through it to the other, and 
before it went a lad into the wide world that starts at the 
factor’s corner. 

‘ By the shore-side to the low country, or by the woods 
to the hills ?”’ the lad asked himself. He had the caman 
still in his hand, and he tossed it in the air. ‘‘ Bas for the 
highway, cas for the low,” said he. The shinty fell bas, 
and our hero took to it for the highway to the north. He 
swithered at the Arches, and looked back on the front of 
the town and the quay with the oil-lights on it. He was 
half in the humour to bide, but he put the notion behind 
him and stretched to the brae, whistling a piper’s march. 
At the head of the brae the town houses were lost to him, 
and this so soon he could not put up with, so he went down 
on a way to the right a little and stood on the grass of the 
Winterton field. 

Fast and dark the night was falling, a heavy smirr of 
rain was drooking the grass, and the trees on every hand 
shook the water in blobs from the branches. Through 
them the lights of the finest town in the world shone damp 
and woe-begone. 

““There are good folk in’t, and bad folk in’t,” said the 
Jad to himself; ‘‘ but somehow ’twas never the place for 
me!” 

He turned and went into the road through the wood, 
savage at heart, without a thought of where his sleep would 
be. When he came to Kennachregan, there was the scad 
of a fire above the trees beside the roaring river, and he 
went down and looked over a march dyke at a band of 
wanderers under the trees. Young and old, men and 
women, they lay steaming on soft beds of springy spruce- 
branches with their toes to the crackling logs, snoring as 
snore sound sleepers, sheltered from the rain by the thick 
branches, the side of the hill, and here and there a canvas 
covering. There was but one of them up—a long old man 
with lank jaws and black eyes—John Fine Macdonald. 
He was stirring up the logs with the shod of a crutch and 
humming a Perth song, and before the hottest of the fire 
a plucked bird was roasting. 

The smell of the meat and the wood-fire rose to the 
dykeside where the lad stood shivering in his wet clothes, 
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and the comfort of the camp was something he could not 
pass by. 

He took a jump over the dyke and went out in the light 
of the fire, wondering what would be his welcome. Old 
Boboon looked up with his hand over his eyes, then rose 
on his crutches and put a hand on the young fellow’s 
shoulder. 

“You're from Inneraora town ? ”’ said he. 

“‘T am,” said the lad; ‘‘ but it’s Inneraora no more for 
me.” 

“Ho! ho!” laughed the old wanderer. ‘‘ Sit ye down, 
ye scamp, and take your fingers to a pick of your grand- 
father’s hen. Boboon’s children may be slow and far, but 
home’s aye home to them!” 
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Tr is ill enough to have to die in Glenaora at any season, 
but to get the word for travelling from it on yon trip in the 
spring of the year is hard indeed. The gug-gug will halloo 
in your ears to bid you bide a wee and see the red of the 
heather creep on Tom-an-dearc ; the soft and sap-scented 
winds will come in at the open door, and you will mind, 
maybe, of a day long-off and lost when you pulled the 
copper leaves of the bursting oak and tossed them among 
a girl’s hair. Oh! the long days and the strong days! 
They will come back to you like the curious bit in a tune 
that is vexatious and sweet, and not for words or a set 
thought. You will think of the lambs on the slopes, of the 
birds tearing through the thousand ways in the woods, of 
the magic hollows in below the thick-sown pines, of the 
burns, deep at the bottom of eas and corri, spilling like gold 
on a stair. And then, it may be, Solomon Carrier’s cart 
goes by to the town, the first time since the drifts went off 
the high road ; you hear the clatter of the iron shoes, and 
your mind will go with him to the throng street where the 
folks are so kind and so free. 

But to turn your back for the last at that time on Leck- 
namban must come sorest of all. For Lecknamban has 
seven sheilings hidden in its hills, where the grass is long 
and juicy, and five burns that are aye on the giggle like 
girls at a wedding, and the Aora daunders down in front 
of the knowe, full of fish for the Duke alone, but bonny for 
earl or caird, 

It was in this same glen, in this same Lecknamban, in 
the spring of a year, a woman was at her end. She was a 
woman up in years but not old, a black Bana-Mhuileash 
who had seen pleasant things and trials like all who come 
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to this queer market-place ; but now when the time was 
come to take the long road with no convoy, only the good 
times were in her recollection. And though Glenaora was 
not her calf-country (for she came but a year ago to bide 
with a friend), she was swear’t to turn heel on a place so 
cosy. 

She sat propped up in a box-bed, on pillows, with her 
face to the open door, and the friendly airs of the country- 
side came in to stir her hair. With them came scents of 
the red earth and the grass, birch-tree and myrtle, from the 
moor. But more than all they brought her who was at her 
end a keen craving for one more summer of the grand world. 
Strong in her make and dour at the giving-in, she kept 
talking of the world’s affairs and foolishness to the folk 
about her who were waiting the Almighty’s will and the 
coming of the stretching-board. Her fingers picked with- 
out a stop at the woolly bits of the blankets, and her eyes 
were on as much of the knowe below the house as she could 
see out at the open door. It was yellow at the foot with 
flowers, and here and there was a spot of blue from the 
cuckoo-brogue. 

‘“Women, women,” she said with short breaths, ‘‘ I’m 
thinking aye, when I see the flowers, of a man that came 
from these parts to Duart. He sang ‘ Mo Nighean Dubh ’ 
in a style was never heard before in our place, and he once 
brought me the scented cuckoo-brogues from Aora.”’ 

Said the goodwife, “‘ Aoirig, poor woman, it is not the 
hour for ancient old sgeuls ; be thinking of a canny going.” 

“Going! it was aye going with me,” said the woman 
in the bed. ‘‘ And it was aye going when things were at 
their best and I was the keener for them.” 

“It’s the way of God, my dear, ochanie!’’ said one of 
the two Tullich sisters, putting a little salt in a plate for the 
coming business. 

‘‘O God! it’s the hard way, indeed. And I’m not so 
old as you by two or three clippings.”’ 

“Peace, Aoirig, heart ; you had your own merry times, 
and that’s as much as most of us have claim to.” 

‘Merry times! merry times!’’ said Aoirig, humped 
among the bedding, her mind wandering. 

Curls of the peat-reek coiled from the floor among the 
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cabars or through the hole in the roof ; a lamb ran by the 
door bleating for its mother, and the whistling of an wiseag 
high over the grass where his nest lay ran out to a thin 
thread of song. The sound of it troubled the dying 
woman, and she asked her friends to shut the door. Now 
and again Maisie would put a wet cloth to her lips and dry 
the death-sweat from her face. The goodwife was throng 
among chests and presses looking for sheets, shrouds, and 
dead-caps. 

‘“‘Tt’s a pity,” said she, ‘“‘ you brought no grave-clothes 
with you from Mull, my dear.” 

‘Are you grudging me yours?” asked Aoirig, coming 
round from wandering. 

“No, nor grudging ; fine ye ken it, cousin. But I know 
ye have them, and it’s a pity you should be dressed in 
another’s spinning than your own.” 

‘““Ay, they’re yonder sure enough: clean and ready. 
And there’s more than that beside them. The linen I 
should have brought to a man’s home.” 

“You and your man’s home! Is it Duart, my dear, 
among your own folk, or down to Inishail, you would have 
us take you?” 

Aoirig coughed till the red froth was at her lips. 

““Duart is homely and Inishail is holy, sure enough, but 
I would have it Kilmalieu. They tell me it’s a fine kirk- 
yard ; but I never had the luck to see it.” 

“It’s well enough, I’ll not deny, and it would not be so 
far to take you. Our folk have a space of their own among 
the MacVicars, below the parson.” 

The woman in the bed signed for a sip of water, and they 
had it fast at her lips. 

“Could you be putting me near the Macnicols ?”’ she 
asked in a weakening voice. ‘‘ The one I speak of was a 
Macnicol.” 

“Ay, ay,” said the goodwife ; “‘ they were aye gallant 
among the girls.” 

“Gallant he was,” said the one among the blankets. 
““T see him now. The best man ever I saw. It was ata 
wedding——”’ 

The woman’s breast racked and the spume spattered 
over the home-spun blankets. 

42 


THE FELL SERGEANT 


Maisie was heating a death-shift at the peat-fire, turning 
it over in her hands, letting the dry airs into every seam 
and corner. 

Looking at her preparation, the dying woman caught 
back her breath to ask why such trouble with a dead-shift. 

“Ye would not have it on damp and cold,” said Maisie, 
settling the business. ‘‘ I doubt it’ll be long in the sleeves, 
woman, for the goodwife has a lengthy reach.” 

“Tt was at a marriage in Glenurchy,” said Aoirig in a 
haver, the pillows slipping down behind her back. ‘‘ Yon- 
der he is. A slim straight lad. Ronnal, O Ronnal my 
hero! What a dancer! not his match in Mull. Aye 
so 4 


A foot could be heard on the road, and one of the two 
sisters ran out, for she knew whom it would be. They had 
sent word to the town by Solomon in the morning for Mac- 
nicol the wright to come up with the stretching-board, 
thinking there was but an hour more for poor Aoirig. 

Macnicol’s were the footsteps, and there he was with the 
stretching-board under his arm—a good piece of larch 
rubbed smooth by sheet and shroud, and a little hollow 
worn at the head. He was a fat man, rolling a bit to one 
side on a short leg, gross and flabby at the jowl, and thick- 
lipped; but he might have been a swanky lad in his day, 
and there was a bit of good-humour in the corner of his 
eye, where you will never see it when one has been born 
with the uneasy mind. He was humming to himself as 
he came up the brae a Badenoch ditty they have in these 
parts on the winter nights, gossiping round the fire. 
Whom he was going to stretch he had no notion, except 
that it was a woman and a stranger to the glen. 

The sister took him round to the corner of the house 
and in at the byre door, and told him to wait. “‘ It’ll not 
be long now,” she said. 

‘“Then she’s still to the fore,’ said the wright. “I 
might have waited on the paymaster’s dram at Three 
Bridges if I had ken’t. Women are aye thrawn about 
dying. They’ll put it off to the last, when a man would 
be glad to be taking the road. Who is she, poor woman ? ”’ 

“A cousin-german of Nanny’s,” said the sister, putting 
a bottle before him, and whipping out for some bannock 
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and cheese. He sat down on a shearing-stool, facing the 
door, half open, between the byre he was in and the 
kitchen where Aoirig was at the dying. The stretching- 
board leaned against the wall outside. ‘ 

“Aye so gentle, so kind,’”’ the woman in the bed was 
saying in her last dover. ‘‘ He kissed me first on a day like 
this. And the blue flowers from Aora ? ”’ } 

In the byre the wright was preeing the drink and paying 
little heed to food. It was the good warm stuff they brew 
on the side of Lochow, the heart of the very heart of the 
barley-fields, with the taste of gall and peat, and he 
mellowed with every quaich, and took to the soft lilting 
of Niall Ban’s song :— 


““*T am the Sergeant fell but kind 
(Ho! ho! heroes, agus ho-e-vo !) ; 
I only lift but the deaf and blind, 
The wearied-out and the rest-inclined. 
Many a booty I drive before, 
Through the glens, through the glens,’ said the Sergeant Mor.” 


Ben the house the goodwife was saying the prayers for 
the dying woman the woman should have said for herself 
while she had the wind for it, but Aoirig harped on her 
love-tale. She was going fast, and the sisters, putting their 
hands to her feet, could feel that they were cold as the 
rocks. Maisie’s arms were round her, and she seemed to 
have the notion that here was the grip of death, for she 
pushed her back. 

“Tam not so old—so old. There is Seana, my neigh- 
bour at Duart—long past the four-score and still spinning 
—I am not so old—God of grace—so old—and the 
flowers 4 

A grey shiver went over her face; her breast heaved 
and fell in; her voice stopped with a gluck in the throat. 

The women stirred round fast in the kitchen. Out on 
the clay floor the two sisters pushed the table and laid a 
sheet on it, the goodwife put aside the pillows and let 
Aoirig’s head fall back on the bed. Maisie put her hand 
to the clock and stopped it. 

“Open the door, open the door!”’ cried the goodwife, 
turning round in a hurry and seeing the door still shut. 
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One of the sisters put a finger below the sneck and did 
as she was told, to let out the dead one’s ghost. 

Outside, taking the air, to get the stir of the strong 
waters out of his head, was the wright. 

He knew what the opening of the door meant, and he 
lifted his board and went in with it under his arm. A 
wafting of the spring smells came in at his back, and he 
stood with his bonnet in his hand. 

‘So this is the end o’t ? ” he said in a soft way, stamping 
out the fire on the floor. 

He had but said it when Aoirig sat up with a start in the 
bed, and the women cried out. She opened her eyes and 
looked at the man, with his fat face, his round back, and 
ill-made clothes, and the death-deal under his oxter, and 
then she fell back on the bed with her face stiffening. 

“Here’s the board for ye,” said the wright, his face 
spotted white and his eyes staring. ‘‘I’ll go out a bit and 
take a look about me. I once knew a woman who was 
terribly like yon, and she came from Mull.”’ 
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‘Mas breug uam e is breug thugam e.” 
—GAELIC PROVERB. 


E. 


BLACK Murpo’s wife was heavy, and ’twas the time the 
little brown nuts were pattering in Stronbuie wood. 
Stronbuie spreads out its greenness to the sun from the 
slope of Cladich. It is, in its season, full of the piping of 
birds and the hurry of wings, and the winds of it have the 
smell of a fat soil. The Diarmaids were the cunning folk 
to steal it; for if Stronshira is good, Stronbuie is better ; 
and though the loops of Aora tangle themselves in the 
gardens of the Red Duke, Lochow has enchantment for 
the galley of a king. Fraoch Eilean, Innis Chonell, and 
Innis Chonain—they cluster on the bend of it like the gems 
on a brooch, Inishail of the Monks makes it holy, and 
Cruachan-ben, who lords it over Lorn, keeps the cold 
north wind from the shore. They may talk of Glenaora, 
but Stronbuie comes close, close to the heart ! 

For all that, ’twas on a time a poor enough place for 
a woman in yon plight; for the rest of the clan crowded 
down on Innistrynich, all fighters and coarse men of the 
sword, and a skilly woman or a stretching-board was no 
nearer than a day’s tramp over the hill and down Aora 
glen to the walls of Inneraora. If one died on Cladich-side 
then—and ’twas a dying time, for the Athol dogs were for 
ever at the harrying—it was but a rough burying, with no 
corranach and no mort-cloth ; if a child came, it found but 
cold water and a cold world, whatever hearts might be. 
But for seven years no child came for Black Murdo. 

They say, in the Gaelic old-word, that a stolen bitch 
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will never throw clean pups nor a home-sick woman giants. 
Murdo recked nothing of that when he went wooing in a 
time of truce to Croit-bhile, the honey-croft that makes a 
red patch on the edge of Creag Dubh. He brought Silis 
home to the dull place at Stronbuie, and she baked his 
bannocks and ploughed his bit of soil, but her heart never 
left salt Finne-side. In the morning she would go to the 
hill to look through the blurred glen, and she would have 
made bargains with the ugliest crow that could flap on 
feathers for a day’s use of his wings. She could have 
walked it right often and gaily to her people’s place, but 
Black Murdo was of Clan Artair, and Artairich had not 
yet come under the bratach of Diarmaid, and bloody knives 
made a march-dyke between the two tartans. 

Seven years and seven days went by, and Black Murdo, 
coming in on an evening after a hard day at the deer, found 
Silis making the curious wee clothes. He looked at her 
keen, questioning, and she bleached to the lips. 

iS 1?” card he. 

“« Just so,’”’ said she, breaking a thread with her teeth, 
and bending till the peat-flame dyed her neck like wine. 

‘God, and I’m the stout fellow!’ said he, and out he 
went, down all the way to Portinsherrich, and lusty he was 
with the ale among the pretty men there. 

Weeks chased each other like sheep in a fank, and Silis 
grew sick at the heart. There’s a time for a woman when 
the word of a woman is sweeter than a harp; but there 
were only foolish girls at Innistrynich, and coarse men of 
the sword. So Murdo stayed in from the roes when the 
time crept close. To see him do the heavy work of the 
house and carrying in the peats was a sorry sight. 

Silis kept dreaming of Finne-side, where she had heard 
the long wave in the spring of the year when she had gone 
home on a pass-word to a woman’s wedding with Long 
Coll. The same Long Coll had brothers, and one had put 
a man’s foolish sayings in her ears before ever she met 
Murdo, she a thin girl like a saugh-wand and not eighteen 
till Beltane. They called him—no matter—and he had 
the way with the women. Faith, it’s the strange art! 
It is not looks, nor dancing, nor the good heart, nor wit, 
but some soft fire of the eye and maybe a song to the bar- 
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gain. Whatever it was, it had Silis, for all that her good- 
man Murdo had a man’s qualities and honesty extra. 

They say, ‘‘Cnuic is sluic is Alpeinich, ach cuin a 
thainig Artharaich ?’’! in the by-word; but Artharaich 
had age enough for a taibhsear whatever, for Black Murdo 
had the Sight. 

It’s the curious thing to say of a man with all his parts 
that he should be tatbhsear and see visions ; for a tatbhsear, 
by all the laws, should be an old fellow with little use for 
swords or shinny-sticks. But Murdo missed being a full 
taibhsear by an ell, so the fit had him seldom. He was the 
seventh son of a mother who died with the brand of a cross 
on her brow, and she was kin to the Glenurchy Woman. 
And something crept over him with the days, that put a 
mist in his eyes when he looked at Silis; but ‘‘ I’m no real 
- taibhsear,” he said to himself, ‘‘ and I swear by the black 
stones it is no cloth. A man with all the Gift might call 
it a shroud high on her breast, but = 

“Silis, a bhean! shall it be the Skilly Dame of Inner- 
aora ?”’ 

A light leaped to the woman’s eyes, for the very thing 
was in her mind. 

“Tf it could be,’’ she said, slowly ; ‘‘ but it’s not easy 
to get her, for black’s your name on Aoraside.”’ 

“Black or white, Murdo stands in his own shoes. He 
has been at the gate of Inneraora when Strong Colin the 
warder had little thought of it.” 

““Then, oh heart! it must be soon—to-morrow— 
but——”’ 

The mouth of day found Silis worse, and Murdo on his 
way to Inneraora. 

He stepped it down Glenaora like Coll Mor in the story, 
or the man with the fairy shoes. A cloud was over Tullich 
and a wet wind whistled on Kennachregan. The man’s 
target played dunt on his back, so hasty was he, for all 
that the outposts of Big Colin had hawk’s eyes on the pass. 
He had got the length of Alt Shelechan when a Diarmaid 
came out on him from the bracken with a curse on his 
mouth. He was a big Diarmaid, high-breasted and 


1 The hills and hollows and Clan Alpine came together, but 
when arose Clan Artair ? 
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stark, for there’s no denying there was breed in the 
pigs. 

“Ho, ho, lad!” said he, crousely, “‘ it’s risking it you 
are this day! ”’ 

Black Murdo’s hands went to his sides, where a ready 
man’s should ready be; but he had sight of Silis. He 
could see her in Stronbuie in the bothy, on the wee creepy- 
stool beside the peats, and he knew she was saying the 
Wise Woman’s Wish that Diarmaid mothers have so often 
need of, Length is length, and it’s a far cry to Lochow 
sure enough ; but even half a ¢aibhsear takes no count of 
miles and time. 

He spoke softly. ‘‘I go to Inneraora for the Skilly 
Woman. My wife is a daughter of your folks, and she'll 
have none but the dame who brought herself home.”’ 

“Death or life ? ’’ asked the Diarmaid, a freckled hand 
still on the basket-hilt. He put the question roughly, for 
nobody likes to lose a ploy. 

“ Life it is, my lad. It’s not to dress corpses but to wash 
weans she’s wanted.” 

“ Ho-chutt !’’ went the blade back against the brass of 
the scabbard (for he was duin’-uasal who carried it), and 
the man’s face changed. 

“Pass!” he said. ‘‘ I would not stand in a bairn’s way 
to life. Had it been shrouds instead of sweelers, we could 
have had it out, for a corpse isin no great hurry. But troth 
it’s yourself is the tight one, and I would have liked a bit 
of the old game.” 

““No more than Murdo, red fellow ! ” 

“Murdo! So be’t; yet Murdo will give me his dirk 
for gate-pay, or they'll be saying farther down that Calum, 
as good a man, kept out of his way.” 

The biodag went flying into the grass at Calum’s feet, 
and Murdo went leaping down the glen. It was like stalk- 
ing deer for the Diarmaids. Here and there he had to go 
into the river or among the hazel-switches, or crawl on his 
stomach among the gall. From Kilmune to Uchdan- 
barracaldine the red fellows were passing, or playing with 
the clachneart or the cabar, or watching their women toiling 
in the little fields. 

‘Thorns in their sides! ’’ he said to himself, furious at 
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last, when another keen-eyed Diarmaid caught sight of his 
tartan and his black beard among some whins. It was a 
stripling with only a dirk, but he could gather fifty men 
on the crook of his finger. 

“Stand!” cried the Diarmaid, flashing the dirk out. 
“What want ye so far over this way ?”’ 

Murdo, even in the rage, saw Silis, a limp creature, 
sweating in her pains, her black eyes (like the sloe) keen 
on the door. So close, so sure, so sorrowful! He could 
have touched her on the shoulder and whispered in her 
ear. 

‘“T am Black Murdo,” he told the lad. ‘‘I am for 
Inneraora for the Skilly Woman for my wife, child of your 
own clan.” 

“‘ Death or life ?”’ 

** Life.” 

‘“°Tis a bonny targe ye have, man ; it might be doing for 
toll.” 

The lad got it, and Murdo went on his way. He found 
the Skilly Woman, who put before him sourmilk and brose. 
But he would not have drink or sup, so back through the 
Diarmaids they went without question (for the woman’s 
trade was as good as the chief’s convoy), till they came to 
Tom-an-dearc. Out upon them there a fellow red and 
pretty. 

“Hold!” he said, as if it had been dogs. ‘‘ What’s 
the name of ye, black fellow ? ”’ 

Murdo cursed in his beard. ‘‘ My name’s honest man, 
but I have not time to prove it.” 

“Troth that’s a pity. But seeing there’s the cailleach 
with you, you must e’en go your way. There’s aye some 
of you folk on the stretching-board. Ye want heart, and 
ye die with a flaff of wind. Lend me your sword, ‘ile /”’ 

“ Squint-mouth !”’ cried Murdo, “‘ your greedy clan took 
too much off me this day already for me to part with the 
sweetest blade Gow-an-aora ever beat on iron. I took it 
from one of your cowards at Carnus, and if it’s back it goes, 
it’s not with my will.” 

“Then it’s the better man must have it,” said the red 
fellow, and, Lord, he was the neat-built one ! 

They took off their coats, and for lack of bucklers rolled 
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them round their arms, both calm and canny. The Diar- 
maid was first ready with his brand out, and Murdo put 
to his point. _ For a little the two men stood, spread out, 
hard-drawn behind the knees, with the cords of the neck 
like thongs, then at it with a clatter of steel. 

The Skilly Woman, with the plaid pulled tight over her 
grey hair, sat with sunk eyes on a stone and waited without 
wonder. She had sons who had died in brawls at Kil- 
michael market, or in the long foray far in Kintail ; and 
her man, foster-brother to a chief, got death in the strange 
foreign wars, where the pay was not hide and horn but 
round gold. 

A smoky soft smirr of rain filled all the gap between the 
hills, though Sithean Sluaidhe and Dunchuach had tips 
of brass from a sun dropping behind the Salachary hills. 
The grass and the gall lost their glitter and became grey 
and duJl; the hill of Lecknamban, where five burns are 
born, coaxed the mist down on its breast like a lover. It 
was wet, wet, but never a drop made a rush bend or a leaf 
fall. Below the foot the ground was greasy, as it is in a fold 
at the dipping-time ; but the two men pulled themselves 
up with a leap on it as if it might be dry sand, and the 
brogues made no error on the soil. 

First the Diarmaid pressed, for he had it over the other 
man in youth, and youth is but tame when it’s slow or 
slack. Murdo waited, all eyes that never blinked, with the 
basket well up, and kept on his toes. ‘“‘ Splank, sp-ll-ank, 
sp-ll-ank—siod e!”’ said the blades, and the Diarmaid’s 
for a time made the most of the music, but he never got 
inside the black fellow’s guard. Then Murdo took up the 
story with a snap of the teeth, skelping hard at the red one 
till the hands dirled in the basket like a bag of pins. The 
smirr gathered thicker, and went to rain that fell solid, the 
brogues grew like steeped bladders on the feet, a scatter 
_ of crows made a noisy homing to the trees at Tullich, and 
Aora gobbled like swine in a baron’s trough. 

“ Haste ye, heroes,”’ said the old woman, cowering on the 
wet stone ; ‘‘ haste ye, dears ; it’s mighty long ye are about 
ity 

The Diarmaid turned the edge twice on the coated arm, 
and Murdo wasted his wind to curse. Then he gave the 
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stroke that’s worth fifty head of kyloes (fine they know 
that same all below Cladich !), and a red seam jumped to 
the Diarmaid’s face. All his heart went to stiffen his 
slacking heavy arm, and he poured on Murdo till Murdo 
felt it like a rain of spears. One hot wandering stroke he 
got on the bonnet, and for want of the bowl of brose at 
Inneraora, the wind that should go to help him went inside, 
and turned his stomach. Sweat, hot and salt, stung his 
eyes, his ears filled with a great booming, he fell in a weary 
dream of a far-off fight on a witched shore, with the waves 
rolling, and some one else at the fencing, and caring nought, 
but holding guard with the best blade Gow-an-aora ever 
took from flame. Back stepped the Diarmaid, sudden, and 
sweep went his steel at the shaking knees. 

A bairn’s cry struck Murdo’s ear through the booming 
and sent him full awake. He drew back the stretched foot 
fast, and round the red one’s sword hissed through air. 
‘Foil! foil! ’’ said Murdo, and he slashed him on the groin. 

‘That'll do, man; no more,” said the Skilly Woman, 
quickly. 

“T may as well finish him ; it’s lame he’ll be all his days 
any way, and little use is a man with a halt in a healthy 
clan.” 

“Halt or no halt, let him be; he’s my second cousin’s 
son.” 

Murdo looked for a bit at the bloody thing before him, 
but the woman craved again with bony fingers on his 
wrist ; so he spat on the dirty green tartan and went. The 
smoke rose from him and hung about with a smell of 
wearied flesh, the grey of the mist was black at Carnus. 
When the pair came over against Lochow, where one can 
see the holy isle when it is day, the night was deep and 
cold; but the woman bent at the cross with a ‘‘ Mhoire 
Mhathair,” and so did the man, picking the clotted blood 
non his ear. They dropped down the brae on the house at 

ast. 

For a little Black Murdo’s finger hung on the sneck, and 
when he heard a sound he pushed in the door. 

All about the house the peat-reek swung like mist on 
the mountain. Wind and rain fought it out on Cladich 
brae, and when it was not the wind that came bold through 
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the smoke-hole in the roof, ’twas the rain, a beady slant 
that hissed on the peats like roasting herrings. The woman 
lay slack on the bed, her eyes glossed over with the glass 
that folks see the great sights through, and her fingers 
making love over the face and breast of a new-born boy 
that cried thinly at her knees. A lighted cruisie spluttered 
with heavy smell at the end of a string on a rafter. 

“OQ Skily Woman, Skilly Woman, it’s late we are,” 
said Black Murdo. 

“Late enough, as ye say, just man. Had ye bartered 
an old sword for twenty minutes on the Tom-an-dearc, 
I was here before danger.”’ 

Then the Skilly Woman set him on the wet windy side 
of the door, and went about with busy hands, 

The man, with the ragged edge of his kilt scraping his 
knees and the rain bubbling in his brogues, leaned against 
the wattled door and smeared the blood from his brow. A 
cold wind gulped down from Glenurchy and ghosts were 
over Inishail. The blast whirled about and whirled about, 
and swung the rowan like a fern, and whistled in the gall, 
and tore the thatch, all to drown a child’s cry. The 
blackness crowded close round like a wall, and flapped 
above like a plaid—Stronbuie was in a tent and out of the 
world. Murdo strained to hear a voice, but the wind had 
the better of him. He went round to the gable, thinking to 
listen at the window, but the board on the inside shut the 
wind and him out. The strange emptiness of grief was in 
his belly. 

Inside, the Skilly One went like a witch, beak-nosed and 
half-blind. There was clatter of pans and the dash of 
water, the greeting of the child and the moan of the 
mother. What else is no man’s business. For all she 
was skilly the old dame had no thought of the woman 
sinking. 

“You'll have blithe-meat in the morning,” she said, 

-cheerily, from the fireside. 

Silis made worse moan than before. 

‘Such a boy, white love! And hair like the copper! 
His hide is mottled like a trout’s back ; calf of my heart !” 

Silis, on her side, put out white craving arms. “ Give 
it to me, wife ; give it to me.” 
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‘““Wheesht! rest ye, dear, rest ye,” said the Skilly 
Dame. 

But she put the bairn in its mother’s arms. Silis, when 
she had it on her breast, sobbed till the bed shook. 

‘Ts not he the hero, darling ? ”’ said the Skilly Woman. 
“It’s easy seen he’s off Clan Diarmaid on one side, for all 
that your hair is black as the sloe. Look at the colour of 
him!” ; 

Fright was in the mother’s face. ‘‘ Come close, come 
close till I tell you,” she said, her long hair damp on her 
milky shoulders. 

The Skilly Woman put down her head and listened 
with wonder. 

““Me-the-day! Was I not the blind one to miss it ? 
His name, white love ? No one shall ken it from me, not 
even Murdo.” 

A man’s name took up the last breath of Silis ; she gave 
a little shiver, and choked with a sound that the old crone 
had heard too often not to know. 

She looked, helpless, for a little at the bed, then felt the 
mother’s feet. They were as cold as stone. 

A cry caught Murdo’s ear against the wattles, and he 
drove in the door with his shoulder, heeding no sneck nor 
bar. 

“Am not I the blind fool?” said the crone. ‘‘ There’s 
your wife gone, cheap enough at the price of a yard of 
steel.” 

They stood and looked at the bed together, the bairn 
crying without notice. 

“T knew it,” said the man, heaving; ‘‘ tatbhsear half 
or whole, I could see the shroud on her neck ! ”’ 

The grey light was drifting in from Cladich. The fir- 
trees put stretched fingers up against the day, and Murdo 
was placing a platter of salt on a bosom as cold and as 
white as the snow. 

“You're feeding him on the wrong cloth,” said he, 
seeing the crone give suck to the child from a rag of 
Diarmaid tartan dipped in goat’s milk. 
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THE boy grew like a tree in a dream, that is seed, sapling, 
and giant in one turn on the side. Stronbuie’s wattled 
bothy, old and ugly, quivered with his laughing, and the 
young heather crept closer round the door. The Spotted 
Death filled Inishail with the well-fed and the warm- 
happed ; but the little one, wild on the brae, forgotten, 
sucking the whey from rags and robbing the bush of its 
berries, gathered sap and sinew like the child of kings. It 
is the shrewd way of God! There was bloody enough work 
forby, for never a sheiling passed but the brosey folks 
came pouring down Glenstrae, scythe, sword, and spear, 
and went back with the cattle before them, and redness and 
smoke behind. But no raider put hand on Black Murdo, 
for now he was tatbhsear indeed, and the faibhsear has 
magic against club or steel. How he became tatbhsear 
who can be telling ? When he buried Silis out on the isle, 
his heart grew heavy, gloom seized him, the cut of the 
Diarmaid’s sword gave a quirk to his brain that spoiled 
him for the world’s use. He took to the hills no more in 
sport, he carried Gow-an-aora’s sword no more in battle, 
for all that it cost him so dear. A poor man’s rig was his 
at the harvest because of his Gift, and the cailzie cock or 
the salmon never refused his lure. 

Skill of the claymore, the seven cuts, and yon ready 
slash worth fifty head of kyloes, he gave to the boy, and 
then the quick cunning parry, and the use of the foot and 
knee that makes half a swordsman. 

But never a spot of crimson would he have on Rory’s 
steel. 

“First dip in the blood of the man with the halt, and 
then farewell to ye!’”’ he said, wearying for the day when 

_the boy should avenge his mother. 

Folks—far-wandered ones—brought him news of the 
man with the halt that was his giving, the Diarmaid whose 
bargain for a sword on Tom-an-dearc cost Silis her hfe. 
He passed it on to the boy, and he filled him with old men’s 
tales. He weaved the cunning stories of the pigs of Inner- 
aora, for all that the bov’s mother came from their loins, 
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and he made them—what there may well be doubts of— 
cowards and weak. é 

“They killed your mother, Rory: her with the eyes 
like the sloe and the neck like snow, Swear by the Holy 
Iron that the man with the halt we ken of gets his pay 
for it.” 

Rory swore on the iron. It is an easy thing for one 
when the blood is strong and the biodag still untried. He 
lay awake at night, thinking of his mother’s murderer till 
the sweat poured. He would have been on the track of 
him before ever he had won his man’s bonnet by lifting 
the clach-cuid-fear, but Murdo said, “‘ Let us be sure. You 
are young yet, and I have one other trick of fencing worth 
while biding for,” 

At last, upon a time, Murdo found the boy could match 
himself, and he said, ‘‘ Now let us to this affair.” 

He took the boy, as it were, by the hand, and they ran 
up the hills and down the hills, and through the wet glens, 
to wherever a Diarmaid might be ; and where were they not 
where strokes were going ? The hoodie-crow was no surer 
on the scent of war. Blar-na-leine took them over the six 
valleys and the six mountains ; Cowal saw them on the 
day the Lamonts got their bellyful; a knock came on 
them on the night when the Stewarts took their best from 
Appin and flung themselves on Inneraora, and they went 
out without a word and marched with that high race. 

But luck was with the man with the halt they sought 
for. At muster for raid, or at market, he was there, swank 
man and pretty but for the lameness he had found on an 
ill day on Tom-an-dearc. He sang songs round the ale 
with the sweetness of the bird, and his stories came ready 
enough off the tongue. Black Murdo and the boy were 
often close enough on his heel, but he was off and away 
like the corp-candle before they were any nigher. If he 
had magic, it could have happened no stranger. 

Once, a caird who went round the world with the jingle 
of cans on his back and a sheaf of withies in his oxter, told 
them that a lame Diarmaid was bragging at Kilmichael fair 
that he would play single-stick for three days against the 
countryside. They sped down to Ford, and over the way ; 
but nothing came of it, for the second day had found no 
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one to come to the challenge, and the man with the halt 
was home again. 

Black Murdo grew sick of the chase, and the cub too 
tired of it. For his father’s fancy he was losing the good 
times—many a fine exploit among the Atholmen and the 
brosey folks of Glenstrae; and when he went down to 
Innistrynich to see the lads go out with belt and plaid, 
he would give gold to be with them, 

One day, ‘‘I have dreamed a dream,” said Murdo. 
“Our time is come; what we want will be on the edge of 
the sea, and it will be the third man after dawn. Come, 
son, let us make for Inneraora.”’ 

Inneraora lies now between the bays, sleeping day and 
night, for the old times are forgot and the nettle’s on 
Dunchuach, Before the plaid of MacCailein Mor was 
spread from Cowal to Cruachan, it was the stirring place ; 
high and dry on the bank of Slochd-a-chubair, and the 
dogs themselves fed on buck-flesh from the mountains, 
so rowth the times! One we ken of has a right to this 
place or that place yonder that shall not be named, and 
should hold his head as high on Aora as any chief of the 
boar’s snout ; but mo thruaigh! mo thruaigh! the black 
bed of Macartair is in the Castle itself, and Macartair is 
without soil or shield. How Diarmaid got the old place is 
a sennachie’s tale. ‘‘ As much of the land as a heifer’s 
hide will cover,” said the foolish writing, and MacCailein 
had the guile to make the place his own. He cut the 
hide of a long-backed heifer into thin thongs, and stretched 
it round Stronbuie. There is day about to be seen with 
his race for that ! 

Over to Inneraora then went Murdo, and Rory clad 
for fighting, bearing with him the keen old sword. ’Twas 
a different time going down the glen then from what it 
was on the misty day Murdo fetched the Skilly Dame ; 
for the Diarmaids he met by the way said, “’Tis the 
‘Lochow faibhsear and his tail,” and let them by without 
a word, or maybe with a salute. They went to the Skilly 
Dame’s house, and she gave them the Gael’s welcome, 
with bannocks and crowdie, mavag-dhubh and ale. But 
she asked them not their business, for that is the way of 
the churl. She made them soft-scented beds of white 
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hay in a dirty black corner, where they slept till cock-crow 
with sweet weariness in their bones. 

The morning was a grey day with frost and snow. 
Jumping John’s bay below the house was asleep with a 
soft smoke like a blanket over it. Lean deer from behind 
the wood came down trotting along the shore, sniffing 
the saltness, and wondering where the meat was. With 
luck and a good sgian-dubh a quick lad could do some 
eralloching. The tide was far out from Ard Rannoch to 
the Gallowstree, and first there was the brown wrack, 
and then there was the dun sand, and on the edge of the 
sand a bird went stalking. The old man and the young 
one stood at the gable and looked at it all. 

It was.a short cut from below the castle to the point of 
Ard Rannoch, if the tide was out, to go over the sand. 
““What we wait on,” said Murdo, softly, ‘‘ goes across 
there. There will be two men, and them ye shall not heed, 
but the third is him ye ken of. Ye’ll trap him between 
the whin-bush and the sea, and there can be no escaping 
unless he takes to the swimming for it.’’ 

Rory plucked his belts tight, took out the good blade 
wondrous quiet, breathing fast and heavy. The rich 
blood raced up his back, and tingled hot against his ruddy 
neck. 

‘““ What seest thou, my son ?”’ said Murdo at last. 

“A man with a quick step and no limp,”’ quoth the lad. 

“ Let him pass.” 

Then again said the old man, ‘‘ What seest thou ? ”’ 

“A bodach frail and bent, with a net on his shoulder,” 
said Rory. 

““ Let him pass.” 

The sun went high over Ben Tite; and struck the snow 
till the eyes were blinded. Rory rubbed the sweat from 
his drenched palm on the pleat of his kilt, and caught 
the basket-hand tighter. Over Aora mouth reek went up 
from a fishing-skiff, and a black spot stood out against 
the snow. 

‘“ What seest thou now, lad?” asked Murdo. 

“The man with the halt,’’ answered the lad. 

“Then your time has come, child. The stroke worth 
the fifty head, and pith on your arm!” 
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Rory left the old man’s side, and went down through a 
patch of shelisters, his mouth dry as a peat and his heart 
leaping. He was across the wrack and below the pools 
before the coming man had noticed him. But the coming 
man thought nothing wrong, and if he did, it was but 
one man at any rate, and one man could use but one 
sword, if swords were going. Rory stepped on the edge 
of the sand, and tugged the bonnet down on his brow, 
while the man limped on between him and the sea. Then 
he stepped out briskly and said, ‘‘ Stop, pig!’ He said 
it strangely soft, and with, as it were, no heart in the 
business ; for though the lame man was strong, deep- 
breasted, supple, and all sound above the belt, there was 
a look about him that made the young fellow have little 
keenness for the work. 

“ Pig ? ”’ said the Diarmaid, putting back his shoulders 
and looking under his heavy brows. ‘‘ You are the Lochow 
lad who has been seeking for me ? ”’ 

“Ho, ho! red fellow; ye kent of it, then?” 

“Red fellow! It’s red enough you are yourself, I’m 
thinking. I have no great heed to draw steel on a lad of 
your colour, so I’ll just go my way.’ And the man 
looked with queer wistful eyes over his shoulder at the 
lad, who, with blade-point on the sand, would have let 
him pass. : 

But up-by at the house the taibhsear watched the 
meeting. The quiet turn it took was beyond his reading, 
for he had thought it would be but the rush, and the fast 
fail-to, and no waste of time, for the tide was coming in. 

‘““ White love, give him it!” he cried out, making for 
the shore. ‘‘ He looks lame, but the pig’s worth a man’s 
first fencing.” 

Up went the boy’s steel against the grey cloud, and he 
was at the throat of the Diarmaid like a beast. ‘‘ Malison 
on your black heart, murderer!” he roared, still gripping 
his broadsword. The Diarmaid flung him off like a child, 
and put up his guard against the whisking of his blade. 

“Oh, foolish boy!’ he panted wofully as the lad 
pressed, and the grey light spread over sea and over shore. 
The quiet tide crawled in about their feet ; birds wheeled 
on white feathers with mocking screams; the old man 
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leaned on his staff and cheered the boy. The Diarmaid 
had all the coolness and more of art, and he could have 
ended the play as he wanted. But he only fended, and 
at last the slash worth fifty head found his neck. He fell 
on his side, with a queer twisted laugh on his face, saying, 
“ Little hero, ye fence—ye fence i 

“Haste ye, son! finish the thing! ”’ said the tazbhsear, 
all shaking, and the lad did as he was told, bocking at the 
spurt the blood made. He was pushing his dirk in the 
sand to clean it, when his eye fell on the Skilly Woman 
hirpling nimbly down to the shore. She was making a 
loud cry. 

“God! God! it’s the great pity about this,” said she, 
looking at Murdo cutting the silver buttons off the corpse’s 
jacket. ‘‘ Ken ye the man that’s there dripping ? ” 

‘‘The man’s no more,”’ said Rory, cool enough. ‘‘ He 
has gone travelling, and we forgot to ask his name.” 

“Then if happy you would be, go home to Lochow, 
and ask it not, nor aught about him, if you wouldn’t rue 
long. You sucked your first from a Diarmaid rag, and it 
was not for nothing.” 

Murdo drew back with a clumsy start from the dead 
man’s side and looked down on his face, then at the boy’s, 
queerly. ‘‘I am for off,” said he at last with a sudden 
hurry. ‘‘ You can follow if you like, red young one.”” And 
he tossed the dead man’s buttons in Rory’s face ! 


THe oh A-RATRY. OF ERENCH 
FORELAND. 


OncE I saw a fairy King, and it was in the Castle up-by. 
The Castle took fire, and a fine blaze it made at the foot 
of Dunchuach. A boy, I ran with the rest to carry out 
the MacCailein’s rich gear, and behold! I wandered and 
lost my way in that large place where is a window for 
every day in the year. Up the long stairs and through 
the far passages, and over the shining sounding floors 
went I, barefoot, with a feared eye on every hole and 
corner. At every door it was, “‘Surely now I’m with 
the folks at the fire’’; but every door was a way into a 
quieter quietness, and the Castle was my own. I sat at 
last on a black chair that had a curious twisted back, and 
the tears went raining on the lap of my kilt. 

Long, long I sat, and sore I grat, my mind full, not so 
much of my way lost, but of the bigness of things, and the 
notion of what it would be to have to live in a castle at 
night, with doors on every hand for ghosts to rap at, and 
crooked passages without end for gowsty winds to moan 
in. Thinks I, ‘‘ The smallest hut in the town for me, with 
all plain before me, with the one door shut and my face 
to it, and the candlelight seeking into every crack and 
cranny !”’ 

It was then that the fairy King came on me out of the 

- sewed cloth hanging on the wall. 

He was a dainty wee man, in our own tartan, with a steel 
plate on his breast baronly-style, and strange long curly 
hair. I ran my wet eyes down seven silver buttons the 
shape of salmon on the front of his vest before I let myself 
go, but go I must, so I put fast heels on my fright. I 
galloped with a frozen tongue through miles of the Duke’s 
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castle till a door brought me out on the grass of Cairnban, 
in front of the friendly bleeze that my own folks were 
pouring the stoups of water on. 

That was the only time the quiet folk and I came to a 
meeting, though our family was always gleg at seeing things. 
A cousin-german once saw the fairy bull that puts up in 
Loch Steallaire-bhan behind the town. It came on a jaunt 
to the glen in the guise of a rich maiden, and my cousin, the 
son of the house, made love to her. One night—in a way 
that I need not mention—he found himself in her room 
combing down her yellow hair, and what was among her 
hair but fine sand that told the whole story? ‘‘ Youarea 
gruagach of the lake!’ cried the lad, letting the comb drop 
on the floor, with his face white, and the thing turned to 
its own shape and went bellowing to the shore. 

And there was a man—blessings with him ! for he’s here 
no more—who would always be going up on Sithean 
Sluaidhe to have troke with the wee people on that fine 
knowe. He would bring them tastings of honey and butter 
to put them in a good key, and there they would dance by 
the hour for his diversion to the piping of a piper who 
played on drones of grass with reeds made of the midge’s 
thrapple. 

Still, in all my time I know but one body who could find 
the way to the den of the Sea-Fairies, and she was a lass 
whose folks were in Ceannmor at the time the French 
traffickers were coming here to swap casks of claret wine 
for the finest herrings in the wide world. 

It was her custom to go down on the hot days to the 
shore at the Water-foot when the tide was far out, and the 
sand was crusting with salt in the sun, and the wrack-balls 
burst with the heat, and the water lay flat like oil, and 
lazy, for want of a breath of wind. Sometimes it would be 
the French Foreland she would seek, and sometimes 
Dalchenna ; but when the Frenchmen were at the Fore- 
land she kept clear of it by the counsel of a cautious father. 

Up the loch they would sail, the Frenchmen, in their 
gabberts, and hove-to with their casks to change for the 
cured herrings. A curious people they were, not much like 
our own good Gaels in many a way, but black-avised and 
slim ; still with some of the Gael’s notions about them too, 
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such as the humour of fighting and drinking and scouring 
the countryside for girls. 

But it happened that one year they left behind them only 
a wine of six-waters, and did some other dirty tricks forbye, 
and there was for long a feud, so that the Frenchmen be- 
hooved to keep to their boats and bargain with the curers 
over the gun’le. 

On a day at that time, Marseli that I speak of had been 
bathing at the Ceannmor rocks—having a crave for salt 
water the Ceannmor folks nowadays are not very namely 
for. When she had her gown on again, she went round to 
Dalchenna sands and out far to the edge of the tide, where 
she sat on a stone and took to the redding of her hair, that 
rolled in copper waves before the comb—rich, thick, and 
splendid. 

Before her, the tide was on the turn so slow and soft that 
the edge of it lifted the dry sand like meal. All about on 
the weedy stones the tailor-tartans leaped like grass- 
hoppers, the spout-fish stuck far out of the sand and took 
a fresh gloss on their shells from the sun. 

You might seek from shire to shire for a handsomer maid. 
She was at the age that’s a father’s heartbreak, rounding 
out at the bosom and mellowing at the eyes ; her skin was 
like milk, and the sigh was at her lips as often as the song. 
But though she sighed, it was not for the Ceannmor fisher- 
men, coarse-bearded, and rough in their courting ; for she 
had vanity, from her mother’s side, and queer notions. 
The mother’s family had been rich in their day, with bards 
and thoughtful people among them. 

“Tf a sea-fairy could see me now,” said Marseli, ‘‘ it 
might put him in the notion to come this way again,” and 
she started to sing the child-song— 


“ Little folk, little folk, come to me, 
From the lobbies that lie below the sea.” 


“So agad e!”’ cried a gull at her back, so plainly that 
she turned fast to look, and there was the fairy before 
her ! 

Up got Marseli, all shaking and ready to fly, but the fairy- 
man looked harmless enough as he bowed low to her, and 
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she stayed to put her hair behind her ears and draw her 
gown closer. 

He was a little delicate man the smallest of Marseli’s 
brothers could have put in his oxter, with close curled 
hair, and eyes as black as Ridir Lochiel’s waistcoat. His 
clothes were the finest of the fine, knee-breeches with silk 
hose, buckled brogues, a laced jacket, and a dagger at his 
belt—no more like a fairy of the knowe than the green 
tree’s like the gall. 

‘‘ You're quick enough to take a girl at her word,” said 
Marseli, cunning one, thinking to hide from him the times 
and times she had cried over the sands for the little sea- 
folks to come in with the tide. 

The fairy-man said something in his own tongue that 
had no sense for the girl, and he bowed low again, with his 
bonnet waving in his hand, in the style of Charlie Munn the 
dancer. 

““You must speak in the Gaelic,”’ said Marseli, still a bit 
put about ; “ or if you have not the Gaelic, I might be doing 
with the English, though little I care for it.” 

“Faith,” said the fairy-man, “‘I have not the Gaelic, 
more’s the pity, but I know enough English to say you’re 
the prettiest girl ever I set eyes on since I left my own 
place.” 

(Ho! ho! was he not the cunning one? The fairies 
for me for gallantry !) 

“ One of such judgment can hardly be uncanny,” thought 
Marseli, so she stayed and cracked with him in the English 
tongue. 

The two of them walked up over the sand to the birch- 
trees, and under the birches the little fellow asked Marseli 
to sit down. 

“You are bigger than I looked for in a sea-fairy,”’ said 
she when the crack was a little bit on. 

“A fairy ?”’ said the little fellow, looking at her in the 
flash of an eye. 

“Yes! Though I said just now that you took one fast 
at her word, the truth to tell is, that always when the tide 
went out I sang at your back-doors the song you heard 
to-day for the first time. I learned it from Beann Francie 
in the Horse Park.” 
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The stranger had a merry laugh—not the roar of a 
Finne fisherman—and a curious way of hitching the 
shoulders, and the laugh and the shoulder-hitch were his 
answer for Marseli. 

“You'll be a king in the sea—in your own place—or a 
prince maybe,” said the girl, twisting rushes in her hand. 

The man gave a little start and got red at the face. 

“Who in God’s name said so ? ’’ asked he, looking over 
her shoulder deep into the little birch-wood, and then 
uneasy round about him. 

““T guessed it,’’ said Marseli. ‘‘ The kings of the land- 
panes are by-ordinar big, and the dagger is ever on their 

ips.”’ 

““ Well, indeed,” said the little fellow, ‘‘ to say I was king 
were a bravado, but I would not be just denying that I 
might be Prince.” 

And that way their friendship began. 

At the mouth of many nights when the fishing-boats 
were off at the fishing, or sometimes even by day when her 
father and her two brothers were chasing the signs of sea- 
pig and scart far down on Tarbert, Marseli would meet her 
fairy friend in a cunning place at the Black-water foot, 
where the sea puts its arms well around a dainty waist of 
lost land. Here one can see Loch Finne from Ardno to 
Strathlachlan : in front lift the long lazy Cowal hills, and 
behind is Auchnabreac wood full of deer and birds. Now- 
adays the Duke has his road round about this cunning 
fine place, but then it lay forgotten among whins that never 
wanted bloom, and thick, soft, salty grass. Two plantings 
of tall trees kept the wind off, and the centre of it beaked 
in warm suns. It was like a garden standing out upon the 
sea, cut off from the throng road at all tides by a cluster of 
salt pools and an elbow of the Duglas Water. 

Here the Sea-Fairy was always waiting for the girl, 
walking up and down in one or other of the tree-clumps. 
‘He had doffed his fine clothes after their first meeting for 
plain ones, and came douce and soberly, but aye with a 
small sword on his thigh. 

The girl knew the folly of it; but to-morrow was al- 
ways to be the last of it, and every day brought new 
wonders to her. He fetched her rings once, of cunning 
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make, studded with stones that tickled the eye in a way 
the cairngorm and the Cromalt pearl could never come 
up to. 

che would finger them as if they were the first blae- 
berries of a season and she was feared to spoil their bloom, 
and in a rapture the Sea-Fairy would watch the sparkle 
of eyes that were far before the jewels. 

“Do your folk wear these ? ’”’ she asked. 

‘“‘ Now and then,” he would say, “‘ now and then. Ours 
is a strange family: to-day we may have the best and the 
richest that is going, to-morrow who so poor, without a 
dud to our backs and a mob crying for our heads ? ” 

“‘ Ochanorie! They are the lovely rings any way.” 

‘“They might be better; they would need to be much 
better, my dear, to be good enough for you.” 

“ Formet”’ 

“ They’re yours—for a kiss or two,”’ and he put out an 
arm to wind round the girl’s waist. 

Marseli drew back and put up her chin and down her 
brows. 

“ Stad!”’ she cried. ‘‘ We ken the worth of fairy gifts 
in these parts. Your rings are, likely enough, but chuckie- 
stones if I could but see them. Take them back, I must 
be going home.”’ 

The little man took the jewels with a hot face and a 
laugh. 

‘*Troth,” he said, ‘‘ and the same fal-fals have done a 
lover’s business with more credit to them before this. 
There are dames in France who would give their souls for 
them—and the one they belong to.”’ 

“You have travelled ?”’ said Marseli. ‘‘ Of course a 
sea-fairy: y 

“Can travel ashe likes. You are not far wrong, my dear. 
Well, well, I ken France! O France, France! round and 
about the cold world, where’s your equal ? ”’ 

His eyes filled with tears, and the broadcloth on his 
breast heaved stormily, and Marseli saw that here was 
some sad thinking. 

“Tell me of Fairydom,” said she, to change him off so 
dull a key. 

“Tis the same, the same. France and fairyland, ’tis 
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the same, self-same, madame,” said the sea-prince, with 
a hand on his heart and a bow. 

He started to tell her of rich and rolling fields, flat and 
juicy, waving to the wind; of country houses lost and 
drowned among flowers. ‘‘ And all the roads lead one 
way,’ said he, “‘ to a great and sparkling town. Rain or 
shine, there is comfort, and there is the happy heart ! 
The windows open on the laughing lanes, and the girls 
lean out and look after us, who prance by on our horses, 
There is the hollow hearty hoof-beat on the causey stones ; 
in the halls the tables gleam with silver and gold; the 
round red apples roll over the platter among the slim- 
stemmed wine-beakers. It is the time of soft talk and the 
head full of gallant thoughts. Then there are the nights 
warm and soft, when the open doors let out the laughing 
and the gliding of silk-shooned feet, and the airs come in 
heavy with the scent of breckan and tree! ”’ 

“On my word,” said Marseli, ‘“‘ but it’s like a girl’s 
dream !”’ 

“You may say it, black-eyes, mo chridhe! The wonder 
is that folk can be found to live so far astray from it. Let 
me tell you of the castles.” And he told Marseli of women 
sighing at the harp for far-wandered ones, or sewing ban- 
ners of gold. Trumpets and drums and the tall chevaliers 
going briskly by with the jingle of sword on heel on the 
highway to wars, every chevalier his love and a girl’s 
hands warm upon his heart. 

That night Marseli went early abed to wander in 
fairydom. - 

Next day the sea-gentleman had with him a curious 
harp that was not altogether a harp, and was hung over 
the neck by a ribbon. 

‘“‘ What hast here ? ”’ asked Marseli. 

‘* A salve for a sore heart, lass! I can play on it some old 
tunes, and by the magic of it I’m back in my father’s 
home and unafeared.” 

He drew his white fingers over the strings and made a 
thin twittering of music sweeter than comes from the 
clarsach-strings, but foreign and uncanny. To Marseli it 
brought notions of far-off affairs, half sweet, half sad, like 
the edges of dreams and the moods that come on one in 

67 


THES LOS PRR OCT 


loneliness and strange places, and one tune he played was 
a tune she had heard the French traffickers sing in the bay 
in the slack seasons. 

‘“‘ Let me sing you a song,” said he, “all for yourself.”’ 

“You are bard ? ” she said, with a pleased face. 

He said nothing, but touched on the curious harp, and 
sang to the girl’s eyes, to the spark of them and the dance 
of them and the deep thought lurking in their corners, to 
her lips crimson like the rowan and curled with pride, to 
the set of breast and shoulder, and the voice melting on 
the tongue. 

It was all in the tune and the player’s looks, for the 
words were fairy to the girl, but so plain the story, her 
face burned, and her eyes filled with a rare confusion. 

“°Tis the enchantment of fairydom,” said she. ‘‘ Am 
not I the oimseach to listen? I’ll warrant you have sung 
the same to many a poor girl in all airts of the world ?” 

The little one laughed and up with the shoulders. ‘‘ On 
my sword,” quo’ he, “‘ I could be content to sing to you 
and France for all my time. Wilt come with a poor 
Prince on a Prince’s honour ? ”’ 

He kissed her with hot lips ; his breath was in her hair ; 
enchantment fell on her like a plaid, but she tore herself 
away and ran home, his craving following at her heels. 

That night Marseli’s brothers came to knives with the 
French traffickers, and the morning saw the black-avised 
ones sailing out over-sea for home. Back to French Fore- ~ 
land they came no more, and Finne-side took to its own 
brewing for lack of the red wine of France. 

That, too, was the last of the Sea-Fairy. Marseli went 
to the Water-foot and waited, high tide and low; she 
cried the old child tune and she redded her hair, but never 
again the little man with the dainty clothes, and the 
sword upon his thigh. 
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BEyYonD the Beannan is the Bog of the Fairy-Maid, and a 
stone-put farther is the knowe where Shudderman Soldier 
died in the snow. He was a half-wit who was wise enough 
in one thing, for he knew the heart of a maid, and the proof 
of it came in the poor year, when the glen gathered its 
corn in boats, and the potato-shaws were black when they 
burst the ground, and the catechist’s horse came home by 
Dhuloch-side to a widow that reckoned on no empty 
saddle. And this is the story. 

“ Ho, ho, suas e!’’ said the nor’ wind, and the snow, 
and the black frost, as they galloped down Glenaora like 
a leash of strong dogs. It was there was the pretty busi- 
ness! The Salachary hills lost their sink and swell in the 
great drifts that swirled on them in the night ; the dumb 
white swathes made a cold harvest on the flats of Kilmune ; 
the frost gripped tight at the throats of the burns, and 
turned the Salmon-Leap to a stack of silver lances. A 
cold world it was, sure enough, at the mouth of day! 
The bloodshot sun looked over Ben Ime for a little, and 
that was the last of him. The sheep lay in the shoulder 
of the hill with the drift many a crook’s-length above them, 
and the cock-of-the-mountain and the white grouse, driven 
on the blast, met death with a blind shock against the edge 
of the larch-wood. 
~ Up from Lochow, where Kames looks over to Cruachan, 
and Cruachan cocks his grey cap against Lorn, a foolish 
lad came that day for a tryst that was made by a wanton 
maid unthinking. Half-way over the hill he slipped on 
the edge of a drift, and a sore wound in the side he got 
against a splinter of the blue stone of the Quey’s Rock ; 
but he pushed on, with the blood oozing through his cut 
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vest. Yet, in spite of himself, he slept beyond the Bog of 
the Fairy-Maid. Mo-thruaigh! mo-thruaigh! The Fairy- 
Maid came and covered him up close and warm with a 
white blanket that needs no posting, and sang the soft 
tune a man hears but once, and kissed him on the beard 
as he slept in the drift—and his name had been Ellar Ban. 

Round by the king’s good highroad came Solomon the 
carrier with his cart, and many a time he thought of 
turning between Carnus and Kilmune. But he was of 
the stuff of Clan Coll, and his mare was Proud Maisie. 
He had a boll of meal from Portinsherrich, from the son 
of a widow woman who was hungry in Inneraora and 
waiting for that same. 

‘No Ellar here yet!’’ he said at Kilmune when he 
asked, and they told him. ‘“‘ Then there’s a story to tell, 
for if he’s not here, he’s not at Kames, and his grave’s 
on the grey mountain.”’ 

Later came Luath, the collie of Ellar, slinking through 
the snow wet and weary, and without wind enough for 
barking. ’Twas as good as the man’s ghost. 

The shepherds came in from the fanks, and over from 
the curling at Carlonan, to go on a search, 

Long Duncan of Drimfern, the slim swarthy champion, 
was there before them. He was a pretty man—the like 
never tied a shoe in Glenaora—and he was the real one 
who had Mairi’s eye, which the dead fellow thought had 
the laugh only for him. But, lord! a young man with a 
good name with the shinty and the clachneart has other 
things to think of than the whims of women, and Donacha 
never noticed. 

“We'll go up and see about it—about him at once, 
Mairi,’”’ he said, sick-sorry for the girl. All the rest stood 
round pitying, because her kists were said to be full of 
her own spinning for the day that was not to be. 

Mairi took him to the other side of the peat-stack, and 
spoke with a red face. 

“Ts it any use your going till the snow’s off the hill, 
Drimfern ? ”’ she said, biting at the corner of her brattie, 
and not looking the man in the face. 

“ Dhia gleidh sinn! it’s who knows when the white’ll 
be off the snouts of these hills, and we can’t wait till 
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I thought it would ease your mind.” And Donacha looked 
at the maid stupid enough. For a woman with her heart 
on the hill, cold, she was mighty queer on it. 

“Yes, yes ; but it’s dangerous for you to go up, and the 
showers so heavy yet. It’s not twenty finger-lengths you 
can see in front of you, and you might go into the bog.” 

“Ts’t the bog I would be thinking of, Mairi? It’s little 
fear there is of that, for here is the man that has been on 
Salachary when the mist was like smoke, as well as when 
the spittle froze in my mouth. Oh, I’m not the one to 
talk ; but where’s the other like me ? ”’ 

Mairi choked. ‘‘ But, Dona but, Drimfern, it’s 
dead Ellar must be; and—and—you have a widow 
mother to mind.” 

Donacha looked blank at the maid. She had the sweet 
face, yon curve of the lip, and the soft turn of the neck 
of all Arthur’s children, ripe of the cheek, with tossed hair 
like a fairy of the lake, and the quirk of the eye that never 
left a plain man at ease if he was under the threescore. 
There were knives out in the glen for many a worse one. 

It was the lee of the peat-stack they stood in, and the 
falling flakes left for a while without a shroud a drop of 
crimson at the girl’s feet. She was gripping tight at her 
left wrist under the cover of her apron till the nails cut the 
flesh. There was the stress of a dumb bard’s sorrow in 
her face; her heart was in her eyes, if there had been a 
woman to see it; but Drimfern missed it, for he had no 
mind of the dance at the last Old New Year, or the ploy 
at the sheep-dipping, or the nuts they cracked on the hot 
peats at Hallowe’en. 

The girl saw he was bound to go. He was as restless 
as if the snow was a swarm of seangans. She had not two 
drops of blood in her lips, but she tried to laugh as she 
took something out from a pocket and half held it out to 
him. He did not understand at first, for if he was smart 
on the caman ball, ’twas slow in the ways of women he was. 

“Tt’s daft Iam. I don’t know what it is, Donacha, but 
I had a dream that wasn’t canny last night, and I’m afraid, 
I’m afraid,” said the poor girl. ‘I was going to give 
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strained as it was. He thought the maid’s reason was 
wandering. 

She had, whatever it was—a square piece of cloth of a 
woman’s sewing—into the man’s hand before he knew 
what she would be after; and when his fingers closed on 
it, she would have given a king’s gold to get it back. But 
the Tullich lads, and the Paymaster’s shepherd from 
Lecknamban, with Dol’ Splendid and Francie Ro, in their 
plaids, and with their crooks, came round the gable-end. 
Luath, who knew Glenaora as well as he knew Creag 
Cranda, was with them, and away they went for the hill. 
All that Donacha the blind one said, as he put the sewing 
in his pocket to look at again, was, ‘‘ Blessing with thee ! ”’ 
for all the world like a man for the fair. 

Still the nor’ wind, and the snow, and the dark frost 
said ‘‘Suas e!/”’ running down the glen like the strong 
dogs on the peching deer ; and the men were not a hundred 
yards away from the potato-pit when they were ghosts 
that went out altogether, without a sound, like Drimen- 
dorran’s Grey Dame in the Red Forester’s story. 

A white face on a plump neck stood the sting of the 
storm dourly, though the goodwife said it would kill 
her out there, and the father cried ‘‘ Shame!” on her 
sorrow, and her a maiden. ‘‘ Where’s the decency of 
you ?”’ says he, fierce-like ; ‘‘if it was a widow you were 
this day you couldn’t show your heart more.” And into 
the house he went and supped two cogies of brose, and 
swore at the sgalag for noticing that his cheeks were 
wet. 

When the searchers would be high on the hill Shudder- 
man came on the maid. He was a wizened, daft old one, 
always in a tinker Fencible’s tartan trews and scarlet 
doublet. He would pucker his bare brown face like a 
foreign Italian, and whistle continually. The whistle was 
on his face when he came on the girl standing behind the 
byre, looking up with a corpse’s whiteness where the 
Beannan should be. 

“Te-he! Lord! but we’re cunning,” said the soldier, 
“Tt’s a pity about Ellar, is it not, white darling ? ”’ 

Mairi saw nothing, but swallowed a sob. Was this 
thing to know her secret, when the wise old woman of the 
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glen never guessed it ?. There was something that troubled 
her in his look. 

The wee creature put his shoulder against the peats, 
and shoved each hand up the other sleeve of his doublet, 
while he whistled soft, and cunningly looked at the maid. 
The cords of her neck were working, and her breast heaved 
sore, but she kept her teeth tight together. 

“Ay, ay, it’s an awful thing, and him so fond, too,” 
he went on; and his face was nothing but a handful of 
wrinkles and peat-smoke. It was a bigger ploy for the 
fool than a good dinner. 

““What—who—who are you talking about, you poor 
amadan ?”’ cried Mairi, desperately. 

“Och, it’s yourself that’ll know. They’re saying over 
at Tullich and up-by at Miss Jean’s, Accurach, that it’s a 
bonny pair you would make, you and Ellar. Yonnat 
Yalla says he was the first Lochow man ever she saw that 
would go a mile out of his way for a lass, and I saw him 
once come the round-about road by Cladich because it 
was too easy to meet you coming the short cut over the hill. 
Oh! there’s no doubt he was fond, fond, and & 

“Amadan!”’ cried the maid, with no canny light in 
her eyes. 

“Hoots! You’re not angry with me, darling. I ken, 
I ken. Of course Drimfern’s the swanky lad too, but it’s 
not very safe this night on yon same hill. There’s the Bog 
of the Fairy-Maid that never was frozen yet, and there’s 
the Quey’s Rock, and—te-he! I wouldn’t give much for 
some of them not coming back any more than poor Ellar. 
It’s namely that Drimfern got the bad eye from the Glen- 
urchy woman come Martinmas next because of his taking 
up with her cousin-german’s girl, Morag Callum.” 

“Yon spagachd doll, indeed !” 

“God, I do not know about that! but they’re telling 
-me he had her up at all the reels at Baldy Geepie’s 
wedding, whatever, and it’s a Maclean tartan frock she 
got for the same—I saw it with my own eyes.” 

‘ Lies, lies, lies,’’ said the girl to herself, her lips dry, 
her hands and feet restless to do some crazy thing to kill 
the pain in her heart. 

She was a little helpless bird in the hands of the silly one. 
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He was bursting himself inside with laughing, that 
couldn’t be seen for the snow and the cracks on his face. 

‘But it’s not marriages nor tartan you'll be thinking 
on, Mairi, with your own lad up there stiff. Let Morag 
have Drimfern ig 

“You and your Morag! Shudderman, if it was not the 
crazy one you were, you would see that a man like Donacha 
Drimfern would have no dealings with the breed of Mac- 
Callum, tinker children of the sixty fools.” 

‘‘ Fools here or fools there, look at them in the castle at 
Duntroon! And Drimfern is Zi 

‘“‘Drimfern again! Who’s thinking of Drimfern, the 
mother’s big pet, the soft, soft creature, the poor thing 
that’s daft about the shinty and the games—and—and—— 
Go in-by, haverer, and——oh, my heart, my heart!” 

“Cripple Callum,” whistled the daft wee one ; and faith 
it was the great sport he was having! The flame sparkled 
in the lass’s eyes; she stamped furiously in the snow. 
She could have gone into the house, but the Shudderman 
would follow, and the devil was in him, and she might just 
as well tell her story at the cross-roads as risk. So she 
stayed. 

“Come in this minute, O foolish one!’’ her mother 
came to the door and craved; but no. 

The wee bodach took a wee pipe from his big poke and 
started at the smoking. When his match went out the 
dark was almost flat on the glen, and a night-hag com- 
plained with a wean’s cry in the planting beyond the burn. 
At each draw of the pipe the eyes of the soldier glinted like 
a ferret’s, and like any ferret’s they were watching. He 
put in a word between-while that stabbed the poor thing’s 
heart, about the shame of love in maids uncourted, and the 
cruelty of maids that cast love-looks for mischief. There 
were some old havers about himself here and there among 
the words: of a woman who changed her mind and went 
to another man’s bed and board ; of sport up the glen, and 
burials beyond ; and Ellar Ban’s widow mother, and the 
carry-on of Drimfern and the Glenurchy woman’s cousin- 
german’s girl, And it was all ravelled, like the old story 
Loch Finne comes up on the shore to tell when the moon’s 
on Sithean Sluaidhe. 
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The girl was sobbing sore. ‘‘ Man!” she said at last, 
“ give me the peace of a night till we know what is.”’” The 
amadan laughed at her, and went shauchling down to the 
cotter’s, and Mairi went in out of the darkness. 

The hours passed and passed, and the same leash of 
strong dogs were scouring like fury down Glenaora, and 
the moon looked a little through a hole, and was sickly at 
the sight, and went by ina hurry. A collie’s bark in the 
night came to the house where the people waited round the 
peats, and ‘‘ Oh, my heart !”’ said poor Mairi. 

The father took the tin lantern with the holes in it, and 
they all went out to the house-end. The lantern-light 
stuck long needles in the night as it swung on the good- 
man’s finger, and the byre and the shed and the peat- 
stack danced into the world and out of it, and the clouds 
were only an arm’s length overhead. 

The men were coming down the brae in the smother of 
snow, carrying something in a plaid. The dog was done 
with its barking, and there was no more sound from the 
coming ones than if they were ghosts. Like enough to 
ghosts they looked. No one said a word till the goodman 
spoke. 

“You have him there ? ”’ he said. 

“‘ Ay, beannachd leis! all that there is of him,” said the 
Paymaster’s man; and they took it but an’ ben, where 
Mairi’s mother had the white dambrod cloth she had meant 
for herself, when her own time came, on the table. 

“It’s poor Ellar, indeed,” said the goodman, noticing 
the fair beard. 

‘‘ Where’s Donacha ? where’s Drimfern ? ” cried Mairi, 
who had pulled herself together and come in from the byre- 
end, where she had waited to see if there was none of the 
watchers behind. 

The Paymaster’s man was leaning against the press- 
door, with a face like the clay ; Dol’ Splendid was putting 
a story in the sgalag’s ear ; the Tullich men were very busy 
on it taking the snow off their boots. Outside the wind 
had the sorry song of the curlew. 

‘“Me-the-day ! it’s the story of this there is to tell,”’ at 
last said Francie Ro, with a shake of the head. ‘‘ Poor 
Drimfern——” 
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‘‘ Drimfern—ay, where’s Drimfern in all the world?” 
said the goodman, with a start. He was standing before 
his girl to keep her from seeing the thing on the table till 
the wife had the boots covered. It was the face of a 
cailleach of threescore Mairi had. 

“It’s God knows! We were taking Ellar there down, 
turn about resting. It was a cruel business, for the drifts. 
There’s blood on his side where he fell somewhere, and 
Drimfern had to put a clout on it to keep the blood off 
his plaid. That’s Drimfern’s plaid. When Donacha’s 
second turn was over up at the bog, we couldn’t get a bit 
of him. He’s as lost as the deer the Duke shot, and we 
looked and whistled for hours.” 

The maid gave a wee turn to the door, shivered, and fell 
like a clod at her mother’ sgfeet. 

“Look at yon, now! Ai not I the poor father alto- 
gether?” said the old man with a soft lip to his friends. 
“‘ Who would think, and her so healthy, and not married to 
Ellar, that she would be so much put about? You'll 
excuse it in her, lads, I know, for she’s not twenty till the 
dipping-time, and the mother maybe spoiled her.” 

“Och, well,” said the Splendid one, twisting his bonnet 
uneasy in his hands, “‘ I’ve seen them daft enough over a 
living lad, and it’s no great wonder when this one’s dead.”’ 

They took the maid beyond to the big room by the 
kitchen, and a good mother’s redding put her to rights. 
A search in the morning for Drimfern was set by the men. 
They had a glass before going home, and when they were 
gone the bdchdans came in the deep hollow of the night 
and rattled the windows and shook the door-sneck ; but 
what cared yon long white thing on the goodwife’s dambrod 
tablecloth ? 


At the mouth of day there was one woman with a gnaw- 
ing breast looking about the glen-foot among the snow for 
the Shudderman soldier. She found him snedding the 
shaft of a shinny-stick at the Stronmagachan Gate, and 
whistling as if it was six weeks south of Whitsunday and 
the woods piping in the heat. 

“T ken all about it, my white little lamb,” he said with 

70 


SHUDDERMAN SOLDIER 


a soft speech. “‘ All about them finding Ellar, and losing 
a better man, maybe, but any way one that some will miss 
more.”’ 

‘ God’s heavy, heavy on a woman ! ” said the poor child. 
“IT gave Donacha a sampler with something sewn on it 
yesterday, and the men, when they go up the hill to look 
for him to-day, will get it on him—and—it would ‘d 

“Ay, ay, ay! I ken, my dear. We'll put that right, 
or I’m no soldier.”” And the little man cocked his bonnet 
on his head like a piper. Then he was sorry for the pride 
of it, and he pulled it down on his face, and whistled to 
stop his nose from jagging. 

“My heart! my bruised heart! they’re saying sorry 
things of Ellar, and Donacha dead. The cotter’s wife was 
talking this morning, and it’ll send me daft!” 

“Blind, blind,” quo’ the soldier; ‘‘ but you'll not be 
shamed, if the amadan can help it.” 

“ But what can you do, my poor Shudderman? And 
yet—and yet—there’s no one between Carnus and Croit- 
bhile I can speak to of it.” 

““Go home, white love, and Ill make it right,’’ said the 
daft one, and faith he looked like meaning it. 

““Who knows?” thought the girl, Shudderman was 
chief enough with the Glenurchy woman, and the Glen- 
urchy woman sometimes gave her spells to her friends. 
So Mairi went home half comforted. 

A cogie of brose and a bit braxy in his belly, and a farl 
of cake in his poke, and out stepped the Shudderman with 
never a word to any one about the end of his journey. 
Dol’ Splendid had told him the story of the night before, 
and whereabout Drimfern was lost, close beyond the 
Beannan. He would find the body and the sampler, he 
promised himself as he plunged up the brae at Taravh- 
dubh. The dogs were nearly as furious as the night 
before, and the day’s eye was blear. Hours passed, and 
‘the flats of Kilmune were far below. 

There was nothing in all the world but whiteness, 
and a silly old bodach with a red coat trailing across it. 
Shudderman Soldier sank his head between his shoulders 
as he pushed himself up with his hazel crook, his tartan 
trews in rags about his ankles, his doublet letting in the 
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teeth of the wind here and there, and at the best grudging 
sore its too tight shelter for his shrunk body. He had not 
the wind to whistle, but he gasped bits of “‘ Faill-il-o,” 
and between he swore terribly at the white hares that 
jerked across in front of him with the ill-luck of a lifetime 
on their backs. 

If it was the earth that was white, the sky was not far 
behind it; if they were paper, it would take schooling 
to write on them straight, for there wasn’t a line between 
them. The long sweep of Balantyre itself was lost, and 
the Beannan stone was buried. The creature’s brogues 
were clods of snow, ugly, big, without a shape: his feet 
were lumps of ice ; his knees shook under his frail skinful 
of bones; but, by the black stones, ’twas the man’s heart 
he had ! 

When the snow made a paste on his win’ard cheek, he 
had it off with a jerk of the head, and one of the jerks put 
off his bonnet. Its frozen ribbons had been whipping his 
eyes, and he left it where it fell, with never a glance over 
his shoulder. His hair clogged with flakes that kept the 
frost even after they fell. It was a peching effort for the 
foot of the Beannan brae. 

““ Poor lamb, poor Mairi, calf of my heart!” gasped the 
soldier to himself. He was staggering half blind through 
the smother of snow, now and then with a leg failing below 
him, and plunging him right or left. Once his knees shut 
like a gardener’s gully, and he made a crazy heap in the 
drift. His tired wrists could hardly bring him up, and the 
corpse of the world swung in his eyes when he was on his 
feet again and trying to steady himself. 

There’s a green knoll beside the Bog of the Fairy-Maid, 
where the wee folks dance reels when the moon’s on it, 
and there the old fellow struggled to. He thought if he 
was up there he would see some sign of what he wanted. 
Up he pushed, with the hazel cromag bending behind him, 
and his brogues slipping on the round snow-soles. Up 
he went, with the pluck of a whole man, let alone a poor 
silly object ; up he went till he got his foot on the top, 
and then his heart failed, for he saw nothing of what he 
sought. 

“Tl look again when I’m out of this foolish sleep,— 
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I'll see better when I waken,” said the poor amadan ; 
and behold the dogs were on him! and he was a man who 
was. 


For all that, the story tells, Drimfern was no ghost. 
When he was lost he found Kames, where the Callum girl 
was that came to his fire-end later and suckled his clan. 
And Ellar’s mother, dressing her son’s corpse in the house 
at Kilmune, found on his wovnd a sampler that went 
with him to his long home in green Inishail. Its letters, 
sewn in the folly of a woman, told her story :— 


“Let him kiss me with the kisses of his mouth: for thy 
love is better than wine.” 


WAR. 


r 


Ir was the pause of the morning, when time stands, and 
night and day breathe hard ere they get to grips. A cock 
with a foggy throat started at the crowing, down at 
Slochd-a-Chubair. Over from Stron a shrewd thin wind 
came to make stir among the trees in the Duke’s big 
garden, and the crows rasped their beaks on the beech- 
branches, for they knew that here was the day’s fore- 
runner. Still and on the town slept, stretched full out, 
dour set on the business. Its quirky lanes and closes 
were as black as the pit. There was only one light in all 
the place, and a big town and a bonny it is, house and house 
with high outside stairs and glass windows, so that the 
wonder is the King himself does not take thought to stay 
in it, even if it were only for the comfort of it and the 
company of the MacCailein Mor. Only one light, and that 
was splashing, yellow, and mixed with a thick peat-reek, 
out of Jean Rob’s open door, facing the bay, on the left, 
on the Lowlands road. Now and then Jean would come 
to the door and stand, a blob of darkness in the yellow 
light, to see if the day was afoot on Ben Ime, or to throw a 
look at the front of the town for signs of folk stirring. 

“Not a peep, not a peep! Sleep! sleep! Few of them 
part with a man to-day with so sore a heart as Jean Rob.” 

Then back to her Culross girdle, for she was at the 
baking of bannocks to go in her husband’s dorlach for 
the wars. 

She had not shut an eye all night. Rob snored at her 
side slow and heavy while she lay on her back on a bed 
of white hay, staring up at the black larch joists glinting 


80 


WAR 


with the red scad of the peats. She was a Crarae woman, 
and that same people were given to be throng with the 
head, and she kept thinking, thinking even on. At last 
she could bide it no longer, so she up with a leap on the 
floor to face a new day and all the luck of it. 

About the luck being good or ill there might be little 
doubt. It was the year after they started at the building 
of the Castle, a laggard spring at the hind-end of a cruel 
winter, with not a fin in all the seas for the poor fishermen, 
and black mutton at six Saxon shillings the side. And 
what the wars were about Jean Rob or her like little knew 
or cared. Very little, like enough, as is the way with wars, 
but any way wars there were: the Duke and his House 
would have it that their people must up and on with belt 
and target, and away on the weary road like their fathers 
before them. Some said it was the old game with the 
Inverlochy dogs (rive them and seize them !) ; others, that 
some bastard. was at variance with the Duke about the 
Papist Stewarts—a silly lad called Tearlach with a pack 
of wild Irishers and duddy Macleans and Macdonalds 
and Camerons from the Isles and the North at his 
back. 

“Bundle and Go”’ it was any way in Campbell country 
from Cruachan to Cowal, from Cantyre to the march of 
Keppochan, and that’s the fine rolling land of sappy 
grasses and thick woods. In the heart and midst of it 
Duke Archie played dirl on the boss of his shield on a cold 
March day, and before night swords were at the sharping 
trom shore to shore. That’s war for ye—quicker than 
flame, surer than word of mouth, and poor’s the man who 
says ‘‘ What for ? ”’ to his chief. 

Rob Donn, for all that, was vassal to no man; for he 
-was come of the swordsmiths of the glen, and they had 
paper to show that their rigs were held for no service 
other than beating out good fighting steel on the anvil. 
Poor as he was, he could wear one feather in his bonnet 
if his fancy was on feathers, and no one bragged more of 
his forefolk. But Elrigmor—a thin old man with little 
stomach for quarrels—offered twenty pounds English for 
a man to take his place with the Campbells; and Rob 
took the money and the loan of Elrigmor’s sword, half 
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for the sake of the money and half for the sake of a bit 
play with Sir Claymore. 

Said he to his wife, jingling the Geordies in his hand 
on the day he got them, “‘ Here’s the price of a hero; and 
troth it’s little enough for a good armsmith’s blood!” 

“Don’t say it, Rob,” said Jean. 

“Och! I am but laughing at thee, goodwife. Brave 
dogs would they be that would face the tusks of the 
Diarmaid boars. Like the wind on the chaff—troosh !— 
we'll scatter them! In a week I’ll be home.” 

“In a week ?”’ 

“To be sure, Jean. I'll buy with the money a stot 
or two on the road to bring back with me, for there’s little 
lifting in the Duke’s corps, more’s the pity! My grand- 
father seldom came back from the wars without a few 
head of cattle before him.” 

So the money went in Rob Donn’s sporran, and Jean 
would have bit her tongue out before she would crave 
for part o’t from a man going among strangers and 
swords. 

The bairn had but one word for her father from then till 
he started, and that was ‘‘ Cockade.’” What it was the 
little one never knew, but that it was something braw 
and costly, a plaything for a father to go far off for. 

““Two or three of them, my white love!’’ would Rob 
Donn say, fond and hearty. ‘‘ They’ll be as thick as nuts 
on the ground when we’re done of the gentry that wear 
them on their bonnets.” And he had a soft wet eye for 
the child, a weakling, white and thin, never quite the better 
of the snell winds of winter. If cockades, indeed, were to be 
had for the fighting of a fortnight without sleep, Rob Donn 
would have them for her. 

So now was the morning to put on fighting gear and go 
on the foray for white cockades. 

By-and-by a cruisie-light crept out at the gables of the 
town, and the darkness filled with the smell of new peat 
burning. Aora, spluttering past Jean Rob’s door with a 
gulp into the Cooper’s Pool, made, within the house, the 
only sound of the morning. 

Jean scraped the meal off her hands and went again to 
the door to look about and listen. 
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“Ay, ay! up at last,” she said to herself. 

“There’s the Major’s light, and Kate Mhor up for the 
making of his breakfast, and a lowe in the weaver’s shed. 
The Provost’s is dark—poor man !—it’s little his lady is 
caring!” 

She was going to turn about and in, when the squeal of 
a bagpipe came from the townhead, and the player started 
to put his drones in order. ‘“‘Ochan! ochan!”’ said poor 
Jean, for here, indeed, was the end of her hopes; there 
was no putting back from the Duke’s errand. She listened 
a little to the tuning as if it was the finest of piobaireachds, 
and it brought a curious notion to her mind of the first 
reel she danced with her man to the squeezing of that 
same sheepskin. Then the reeds roared into the air of 
“‘ Baile Inneraora.”’ 

“Och a Dhé! siod e nis! Eirich, eirich, Rob!’ she 
cried in to the man among the blankets, but there was no 
need for the summons. The gathering rang far ben in the 
chambers of sleep, and Rob was stark awake, with a grasp” 
at his hip for the claymore. 

“Troth! I thought it was the camp! and them on us,” 
he laughed foolishly in his beard. 

Up and down the street went Dol’ Dubh, the Duke’s 
second piper, the same who learned the art of music right 
well from the Macruimens of Boreraig, and he had as 
sweet a finger on the chanter as Padruig himself, with the 
nerve to go round the world. Fine, fine it was for him, be 
sure, to be the summoner to battle! Lights jumped to 
the little lozens of the windows and made streaks on the 
cracks of the doors, and the Major’s man came from his 
loft ganting with a mouth like the glee’d gun, a lantern 
swinging on a finger, making for the stable to saddle his 
master’s horse. A garret window went up with a bang, 
and Peter MacIntyre, wright, put out a towsy head and 
_ snuffed the air. It was low tide in the two bays, and the 
town was. smelling less of peat-reek than of sea-wrack and 
saltness. One star hung in the north over Dunchuach. 

“‘ They have the good day for starting the jaunt, what- 
ever,” said the wright. ‘“‘ If I was a stone or two lighter, 
and had one to look after the shop, it’s off on this ploy I 
would be too.” He took in his head, the top nodding 
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briskly on his Kilmarnock bonnet, and wakened the wife 
to help him on with his clothes. 


** Aora, Aora, Baile Inneraora, 
I got a bidding to Baile Inneraora ; 
I got the bidding, but little they gave me, 
Aora, Aora, Baile Chailein Mhoir ! ”’ 


Dol’ Dubh was up at the Cross, swelled out like a net-bow, 
blasting furiously, his heart athump with the piper’s zest. 
Doors drummed, windows screeched in their cases, women’s 
voices went from land to land, and the laugh and cry of 
bairns new roused from the hot toss of dreams. Far up 
the highroad a horse’s hoofs were dunting hollow and 
hearty on the stones, and by-and-by through the Arches 
trotted the Cornal, his tall body straight and black against 
the dun of the gables. He had a voice like a rutting deer. 
‘“Master Piper,” he roared to Dol’ Dubh, tugging his 
beast back on its haunches, ‘‘ stop that braggart air and 
give us ‘ Bundle and Go,’ and God help the Campbell 
that’s not on the Cadger’s Quay before the sun’s over 
Stron Point!” 

‘Where is the air like it ? ’”’ said Dol’ to himself, slack- 
ing a reed with a thumb-nail. ‘‘ Well they ken it where 
little they love it with its vaunting!”’ But he up with his 
drones on his shoulder and into the tune that had the 
Cornal’s fancy. Beside him the Cornal stood at his horse’s 
stirrup in the grey-brown of the morning, his head still 
light with the bottle of claret wine his lady in Lecknamban 
had put before him ere he had boot over saddle. 

Then the town stirred to its affairs. The Major’s horse 
went clattering over the cobble-stones to his door-end, 
the arm-room door opened, and old Nanny Bheag, who 
kept the key, was lifted off her feet and in, on the rush of 
young lads making for the new guns Lorne Clerk had up 
from the Low Country. On the belts of the older men, 
loth to leave the fire-end, mothers and wives were hanging 
bags with thick farls of cake, and cheese, and the old 
Aora salve for sword-cuts. If they had their way of it, 
these cailleachan, the fighting gear would be all kebbucks 
of cheese and dry hose, and no powder and ball. The men 
blustered, high-breasted, with big words in their beards, 
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and no name too dirty for the crew they were off to scatter 
—praising themselves and making the fine prophecies, as 
their folks did before them with better rights when the 
town was more in the way of going to wars. Or they 
roundly scolded the weans for making noise, though their 
eyes were learning every twist of the copper hair and every 
trick of the last moment, to think on when long and dreary 
would be the road before them. 

There was a break in Dol’ Dubh’s music, and high 
over the big town rang the Cornal’s voice, starting 
the bairns in their sleep and setting them up and 
screaming. 

“Laggards! laggards! O lazy ones! Out! out! 
Campbells before were never so swear’t to be marching. 
It is time to be steeping the withies ! ”’ 

Hard back went the stout doors on the walls, and out 
ran the folk. The brogues skliffed and hammered ; men 
with muskets, swords, dirks, and targes ran down the 
street, and women and children behind them. A tumult 
filled the town from side to side and end to end, and the 
lanes and closes were streaming with the light from gaping 
doors. Old and young, the boy and the snooded girl, 
women with bairn at breast, bodach and cailleach, took 
to the Cross muster, leaving the houses open to the 
wind and to the world. The cats thrummed by the 
fires, and the smell of the sea-wrack came in beside 
them. 

‘“T have you here at last,’’ said the Cornal, dour and 
dark, throwing his keen eyes along the row of men. “‘ Little 
credit are ye to my clan and chief, and here’s to the Low- 
lands low, and would to God I was there now among the 
true soldados with stomachs for slaughter and the right 
skill of fence and musketoon! A short tulzie, and a tow 
at the thrapple of bastard Chevalier would there be in 
.that case. Here’s but a wheen herds, weavers, and gillies 
holding Brown Betty like a kail-runt !”’ 

He was one of the Craignish Campbells, the Cornal— 
Dugald, brother of Lachan who got death at a place called 
Fontenoy in the summer before—very sib to the duke, 
and it behoved the town-men to say nothing. But they 
cursed his eyes to each other on the corners of their 
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mouths, and if he knew it he had sense enough to say 
nothing. 

The women and bairns and the old folks stood in a great 
crowd behind the Cornal’s horse. The Major’s mare with 
him in the sell was dancing an uncanny spring near the 
Arches, full of freshness and fine feeding as a battle-horse 
should be, but overly much that way for a man sixteen 
finger-lengths round the belly and full of fish and ale. 
From Glen Beag came the slow morning, gusty and sting- 
ing; Stob-an-Eas stood black against the grey of it; 
the tide stretched from shore to shore unfriendly and 
forlorn. 

Jean Rob, with the bairn at her brattie-string, was with 
the other women seeing her man away, stupid with two 
sorrows—one because he was going, and the other because 
he had twenty pounds in his sporran that he might well 
be doing without ; for he was leaving the woman without 
a groat, and only a boll of meal in the girnel and a wee 
firkin of salted fish. 

The steady breeze came yet from Stron, and sat snug in 
the sails of the six boats that carried the Duke’s men over 
to Cowal. Brog-and-Turk’s skiff put out first, himself at 
the helm in his tarry jacket; the others, deep down, 
followed close on her heels. One by one they fell off from 
the quay. The men waved their bonnets and cried cheerily 
and vaunting, as was aye the good grace of Clan Diarmaid 
at the first and the last of forays. 

“Blessings with ye!”’ cried the folk left behind, wet- 
eyed; and even the Provost’s wife took a grief at her 
inside to see her man with a shaking lip look round the 
sail of the hin’most boat. Cheering and weeping, singing 
and ochain ! there they were on the quay and on the sea, 
our own folk, our dear folk ; and who were ever like them 
when it came to the bit, and stout hearts or kind hearts 
were wanted ? 

“Stand back, kindred!” cried the Cornal, putting 
spurs to his horse, and he pranced up the town-head, a 
pretty man, to join the Major and gallop round ths loch- 
head to join the corps at Cairn-dubh. 

Dol’ Dubh stopped his playing at the bow of Brige an- 
Turk’s skiff when she gulped the first quaich of brine, and 
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the men in all the boats started to sing the old boat-song 
of “‘ Aora Mo Chridhe tha mi seoladh ”— 


“ Aora, my heart, I am sailing, sailing, 
Far to the South on the slope of the sea ; 
Aora mo chridhe, it is cold is the far land, 
Bitter the stranger with wands on his doorway. 
Aora Mochree! ”’ 


It came back on the wind with a sorrow to break hearts, 
sinking and swelling as the wind took the fancy, and the 
long-necked herons stood on the fringe of the tide with 
their heads high to listen. The sails got scattered and 
shrunk, and the tune got thin and low, and lost at last in 
the swish of the waves on the shore, and the ears of those 
who listened heard the curlew piping cursedly loud over 
the Cooper’s Pool. <A grey cold day with rain on the tail of 
it. High Creag Dubh with its firs and alders and rowans 
stark and careless over the hollow town. Broad day and 
brightness, and the cruisies and candles burning the ghosts 
of flame in the empty houses, with doors wide to the empty 
street and the lanes and closes ! 


II. 


THE wanderer has ever the best of it, and wae wae are the 
hearts behind! Is it for war or sport, or for the red gold, 
that a man turns heel on his home and takes the world for 
his pillow ? . In his pack is the salve for care as well as for 
sword-cuts, for ever and always are new things happening. 
The road crooks through the curious glens; the beasts 
trot among the grass and fern and into the woods; the 
girls (the dear ones, the red-lipped ones!) come from the 
milking of the white-shouldered cattle and look with soft 
black eyes as he passes, and there is a new tale at the corner 
of every change-house fire. All that may befall a pack- 
man; but better’s the lot of the fighter with steel at his 
haunch, fire at his heart, and every halt a day closer to 
them he would be seeking. 

But the folks behind in the old place! Mo thruaigh ! 
mo thruaigh! Daybreak, and hot sun, and the creeping 
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in of the night, when the door must be snecked on the 
rover ; the same place, and still with a want in it, and only 
guessing at where and how is the loved one out on strange 
ways on the broad world. ; 

Far up the long Highlands the Campbells were on their 
way. Loch Sloy and Glen Falloch, Rannoch’s bleakness 
and Ben Alder’s steepness, and each morning its own wet 
grass and misty brae, and each night its dreams on the 
springy heather. 

A woman was weeping on Achadunan because that her 
man was gone and her chimney stone was cold, and Rob 
Donn’s sporran was emptied at her feet, though he knew 
not so much as the name of her. But he took a thought 
and said, ‘‘ I'll keep the half, for long’s the way before us, 
and ill is travelling among strangers without a round- 
piece in the purse.’’ That was but a day’s march from 
Jean Rob, and she was making a supper of crowdie that 
was the first meal of the day. 

On Spey-side was the camp of the Argylls, and card- 
play round the fires, with the muskets shining, and the 
pipes playing sweeter for slumber than for rouse. 

“‘T will put my watch on this turn,” said a black Low- 
lander in the heat of the game. 

“‘ Rob Donn’s watch is the sun on Tom-an-uardar,”’ said 
our hero, “‘ but here are ten yellow Geordies,”’ and out went 
his fortune among the roots of the gall. 

“‘Troosh! beannachd leat!’ and the coin was a jingle 
in the other one’s pouch, 

‘““T have plenty more where it came from, and cattle 
enough forbye,” said our braggart, and he turned on his 
elbow whistling ‘‘ Crodh Chailein.”’ 

But let them follow the drum who will, for us the story’s 
beside the hearth. It is not a clatter of steel and the 
tulzies of Chevaliers, but the death of an only bairn. 

In her house on the Lowlands road Jean Rob starved 
with the true Highland pride, that set a face content 
against the world at kirk or market. Between her and a 
craving stomach lay but shell-fish and herbs, for she had 
not a plack to spend, and the little one got, all the milk that 
came from Mally, the dappled one, drying up for calving. 
Break of day would see the woman, white, thin, keen-eyed, 
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out on the ebb before the fishing-boats were in, splashing 
in the pools in the sand for partans and clabbie-doos, or 
with two ready fingers piercing the sand to pull the long 
spout-fish from his hiding. Or she would put little stakes 
in the sand, and between them a taut line with baited 
hooks to coax the fish at high tide. But ill was her luck, 
indeed, for few were the fish that came to the lure to be 
lifted again at ebb, 

Above Kilmalieu on the sea side of Dunchuach, in the 
tangle and dark of the trees, among the soft splashing soil, 
the wild leeks gave a scent to the air. These would Jean 
gather, and the nettle too, and turn them to thin broth ; 
but that same was no fare for a Crarae stomach. 

At night when the wee one slept, the mother would have 
her plaid on her head, and through the town, barefoot, 
in the darkness, passing the folk at the close-mouths quickly 
for fear they would speak to her, and her heart would crave 
for share of the noble supper that made steam from the door 
of her cousin the rich merchant. 

Like a ghost sometimes, wandering about the Cadger’s 
Quay or the gutting-stools, where she would be looking for 
a dropped giley or a hake from the nets, she would come on 
a young woman. 

“Dhé! Jean Rob! is it thyself that is here?” 

** Just Jean, my darling, for a little turn, because of the 
stir in the town, and the smell of the barking nets. Well 
I like the smell of the bark, and the wind takes little of it 
up the Lowlands road.” 

“ Thou art not coming out much since the men went to 
the North. Art well at the house—the little one, now, 
bless her ? ” ’ 

‘ Splendid, splendid, m’ eudail. Faith, it is too fat we 
will be getting on the fortune Rob got from Elrigmor.” 

“Indeed, yes, Jean, it was the great luck! When a 
poor person comes oe 

“Hut tut! Poor nor rich, my people had their own 
place on Lochowside, and little did my Rob need Mac- 
Nicol’s dirty money ; but he was aye fond of a ‘ horo- 
yally,’ and that’s the way of his being among them.” 

‘Well, well, if that’s the way, our own people were good 
enough on a time; but a pedigree, thou wilt allow, is a 
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poor plaster for a pain in the stomach. For me, I would 
have a good shaking of herring and money in the town. 
It was but black brochan for our one meal to-day, and my 
mother poorly.” 

‘“My dear! och, my dear! and I to brag of plenty! 
Little enough, in truth, is on my own board; but I have 
a boiling of meal if you come for it in the morning.” 

‘Kindly, kindly, thou good dame. It would be but a 
loan.” 

‘‘ Yes, indeed, one will be running out of the wherewithal 
now and again, and ’twas aye ‘ Mine is yours and yours is 
mine’ in Gaeldom. But I must be stepping.” 

And while Jean Rob starved, there was never a word 
from the best and bravest off at the wars, or how they 
fared, only now and then a half tale from a travelling caird 
or a Low-Country carrier about gatherings and skirling 
pipes and hard knocks. His Grace himself kept a horse 
or two and a good rider on the other side of the Rest, to 
gallop hot-hoof into the Castle with the first news of how 
his clan won ; but weary was the waiting. 

The town took to its old appearance, the aged men clack- 
clacking with the shuttle, the boys scattering seed over the 
rig-and-fur of the ploughed fields, the women minding their 
houses. And that, too, is war for ye! The dirk is out, 
the brogues trail over the hills and through the glens, the 
clans meet and clash, the full heart belches blood, the 
grass soaks, the world and the chance of it is put on the 
luck of a swinging stroke at yon one’s neck. War! war! 
red anc lusty—the jar of it fills the land! But oh, mo 
chridhe ! home in Glen Shie are women and bairns living 
their own day’s life, and the crack will be blithe in the 
sheilings to come, for all your quarrels. Where is Hector, 
and where is Gilean-of-the-Axe, and where is Diarmaid 
of the boar’s snout ? They are all gone but for an old 
song at the sheiling-fire, and life, love, and the Fell Sergeant 
still come and go in the place the warriors made such 
stir in! 

A stranger would think there was little amiss in the 
Duke’s town. The women sang their long songs of love 
and yore as they span about the wheel and carded the 
wool; the bairns guddled in Jumping John’s burn, and 
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tore their kilts among the whins, and came home with the 
crows, red-faced and hungry-wamed. At the ale-house 
there was traffic by day, and heavy drovers and gaugers 
stamped their feet to the choruses at night. The day 
lengthened, and comforting winds came from the two 
bonny black glens ; the bracken put on new growths, like 
the crook of St Molach that’s up-by in the Castle ; Easa- 
chosain reeled to the piping of birds. 

There might be an eye many times a day on the Stron 
Point to see if a horseman was rounding it, and the cruisies 
were kept burning a little longer at night in case the news 
would come in the darkness like the Athol thieves. But 
patience was ever the gift of the Gael, and few lost heart. 

And at last the news came of Culloden Moor. 

It was on a Sunday—a dry clear day—and all the folk 
were at the church, with old Colin the minister sweating 
at it for the good of the Ceannloch fishermen in the loft. 
He was in the middle of his prayer when a noise came over 
the town, a dunting of hoofs on the causey of the Provost’s 
house-front. 

“Amen!” said the cunning Colin, quick as could be, 
and then, ‘‘ Friends, here is news for us,’ and down the 
pulpit steps he ran briskly like a lad of twenty. 

Peter MacIntyre set back the bolt from the door with 
a bang, and past him the people made rush. The Duke’s 
rider from over the Rest was there in the saddle of a grey 
garron foaming at the mouth and its hurdies in a tremble. 

“Your tidings, your tidings, good man!” cried the 
people. 

The lad sat stark in the saddle, with his eyes wet and 
his nose pricking with the Gaelic pride. 

“‘T have been at the Castle, and +: 

‘Your news, just man.” 

‘‘T have been at the Castle, and MacCailein Mor, who 
said I rode well from the Rest, said I might come in-by and 
carry my budget to you.” , 

‘Out with it, Paruig, little hero. Is’t good or ill?” 

‘What would it be, my heroes, with our own lads, but 
good? Where’s the beat of them? It’s ‘ The Glen is 
Mine’ Dol’ Dubh will be playing this day on Culloden, for 
ours is the battle. They scattered the dirty Northmen 
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and the Irishers like chaff, and Cailein Mor himself gave 
me a horn of ale from his own hands on the head o’t.” 

A roar went up that stirred the crows on Scaurnoch, and 
there was a Sunday spoiled for you; for the ale went free 
and merry in the change-house at the Duke’s charge till 
the moon was over Ben Ime. 

But there were five houses with the clocks stopped (for 
the ghosts take no heed of time) ; five houses with the 
glasses turned face to the wall (for who dare look in glass 
to see a wraith at the back of the shoulder ?) ; there were 
four widows and five mothers wet faced, keening for five 
fine men who had been, and whose names were now writ 
on paper on the church door. 


Il. 


Day followed day, and still home came no Campbells. 
They were far to the dreary North, plying sword and fire 
among the bad clans, harrying for the glory of MacCailein 
Mor. 

And at last on a day the sea-pigs rolled and blew off 
Stron Point, and the scarts dived like arrows from the sun’s 
eye, deep into a loch boiling with fish. Night found the 
brown sails bellying out on the scudding smacks, and the 
snouts of skiff and galley tearing the waves to get among 
the spoil. Bow-to-back, the nets spotted Finne mile on 
mile ; the kind herrings crowded thick into them; the 
old luck was back, and the quays in the morning heard the 
fine tune of the cadger’s clinking silver. In a hurry of 
hurries the fleet came up to the mouth of Shira—Tarbert 
men, Strathlachlan men, Minard men, black fellows from 
MacCallum country, and the wine-traffickers from French 
Foreland to swap sour claret for the sweet fat fish. 

It was ho-ro! and spill the bicker in yon town, for all 
that the best of its men were away and afar at the killing. 
The smoke was black from the fires in the Cooper’s Pool, 
the good healthy smell of the gut-pots sought up to the 
Castle door. Little doubt his Grace (beannachd leis !) 
would come out to the doorstep and curse because it 
made him bock his breakfast, dainty man ! 
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Throng though the town was, round about the little 
house on the left of the Lowlands Road crept a queer 
quietness. The cow had dried, and the dull weather kept 
the spout fish too deep down in the sand for the ready 
fingers to reach them. So the household of Rob Donn 
starved to the bone. 

““To-morrow—they will be home to-rnorrow,” said 
Jean to herself every day to keep up her heart; but the 
days went by, and though it was something to know that 
Rob was not among the killed at Culloden, it was not 
something to stay the stomach. A stone-throw off were 
the best and kindest hearts in the world: the woman’s 
cousin, the rich merchant, would give all he had on his 
board if he knew her trouble, and friends without number 
would share the last bite with her. But to ask it would be 
to say she was at the lowest, and to tell that Rob had left 
her nothing, and she would sooner die in her pride. 

Such people as passed her way—and some of them old 
gossips—would have gone in, but the withie was aye across 
the door, and that’s the sign that business is doing within 
no one dare disturb. The withie was ever there except at 
night, when Jean was scouring the countryside for some- 
thing to eat. 

The bairn dwined so fast that even the mother (and 
blind indeed’s the mother at that bit) saw a little of it. 
There was no longer the creepie-stool at the back of the 
house, in the sun, and the bairn on it, watching the birds ; 
her shanks grew thin like spirtles; her eyes sank far ben 
in her face, and she would not go the length of the door. 
She sat at the fireside and laughed her poor cold laugh less 
every day, till one long thought came to her that kept her 
busy at the thinking from morning till night with a face 
like a catlleach of eighty. 

‘“‘ White love, white love,’”’ Jean would be saying, “‘ your 
father is on the road with stots and a pouch of cockades.” 

At that the bairn would come back from her roaming ; 
but soon she was off again into the deeps of mind, her wide 
eyes like the windows of an empty house for all that could 
be seen through them. 

“Oh! but it will be the fine cockade,”’ poor Jean would 
press— what am I saying ?—the pack of your father will 
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be full of them. Not the white ones of silk only, but the 
red and the grassy green, my little calf. You'll be wearing 
them when you will.” 

No heeding in the bairn’s face. 

Then Jean would go out and pull the tansy at the door, 
and give it to the little one to get the fine scent. The 
curious shells from the shore, too, would she gather, and 
lay in rings about the chair, and call her the Queen in her 
castle. For ever would there be a song at her lips, even if 
the drops would be in her eyes—old daft songs from fairs 
and weddings, and fairy rhyming and cheery stories about 
the Good People up on Sithean Sluaidhe. Her fingers 
were for ever soft about the bairn, her flesh and blood, 
stroking in the hair, softening the cushion, petting her in 
every hand’s-turn. She made a treat to herself by asking 
her, now and then, something that had to be answered 
‘“Yes”’ or ‘‘ No,” and ‘‘ Mother ”’ was so sweet in her ears 
that she would be content to hear no more in all her 
lifetime. 

All the day the bairn crouched up in a hoop-chair with 
her neck slack and her chin on her breast. Jean was loth 
to leave her in her bed in the mornings, for she had a 
notion that to get her out of the blankets and to put her in 
the clothes of the busy world would be to keep her in trim 
for living on. 

Still there was no sign of the men returning. Often 
was Jean’s foot at the door and her hand over her eyes 
to see if there was no stir at Stron or Kilachatrine, and 
but for good stuff, her heart failed five-score times a-day. 

At last, on a day of days, the bairn could not be stirred 
to notice anything. The tansy fell out of her fingers, and 
she picked at the wool of the plaid that wrapped her ; 
the shells had no charm for her eye. 

Jean made the pack of the coming father as routh as a 
magic cave. “‘ That father of yours, darling, what a many 
wonderful things he will bring! I see him on the road. 
Stots, and cows with milk brimming from the udders, and 
a pet sheep for his catleag bheag ; pretty gold and silver 
things, and brooches and shining stuff. That father of 
yours! Hurry, father, hurry! Jingling things, and wee 
fairy-men, and bells to ring for you, m’ eudail; pretty 
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glasses and dishes to play with, and—O my darling! my 
darling !” 

The bairn’s face lost the deep red spots ; her little mouth 
slacked and fell; her eyes shut on the sight of the fine 
things her poor mother made for her out of a rich and 
willing mind. 

Jean lifted her and put her on the bed, and ran with a 
gutting-knife to where Mally the dappled one lay at 
the back. 

““T must be doing it!”’ said the woman, and she bled 
the brute as they do in the poor years in Lorn, and took 
the cogie of blood into the house to make a pudding of. 
The last handful of meal in the girnel went into the pot 
with the warm blood, and she was stirring it with a spoon 
over the fire when the child cluttered at the throat. 

Jean turned about with a cry, and at the minute a bag- 
pipe’s lilting came over the glassy bay from Stron Point. 

It was Clan Campbell back from the wars, the heroes ! 
clouted about the heads and with stains on their red 
waistcoats that were thicker than wine makes. Dol’ 
Dubh played the old port, sweet and jaunty, at the head 
of them; the Cornal and the Major snuffed the herrings 
and said, “‘ Here’s our own place, sure enough! See the 
smoke from our own peats! And the fine cock of the cap 
on Dunchuach !”’ 

On the Lowlands road the town emptied itself, and the 
folks ran fast and furious—the boys first, the young women 
next, and the old folks peching behind. But if the town 
was up on the warriors soon, the Duke himself was before 
it. He saw the first of the Company from the Castle, and 
he was in the saddle for all his threescore, like a boy, and 
down like the wind to Boshang Gate. 

‘Halt !’”’ cried the Cornal to his men, and Dol’ Dubh’s 
bag emptied itself with a grunt. 

_ “Tha sibh an so! You are here, cousin,” said the Duke. 
“ Proud am I to see you and our good lads. They did the 
old trick well!” 

“They did that, MacCailein. The stuff’s aye to the 
fore.” 

‘Tt’s in the blood, man. We have’t in us, high or low. 
I have but one thing to vex me.” 
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‘* Name it, cousin.” 

‘Well ye ken, Cornal. It’s that I had not been with 
you to see the last crushing Clan Campbell may need to 
give to an asp’s head.” 

“Tt was a good ploy missed, I’ll not deny.” 

‘‘What about the Tearlach one? Well plucked, they 
are telling me?” 

“ As foolish a lad as ever put tartan on hip, my lord! 
Frenchy, Frenchy, MacCailein! all outside and no 
cognisance. Yourself or any of your forebears at the head 
of his clans could have scoured all Albainn of Geordie’s 
Low Country red-coats, and yet there were only six 
thousand true Gaels in all the fellow’s corps.” 

“To read my letters, you would think the whole North 
was on fire!” 

‘A bantam’s crow, cousin. Clan Campbell itself could 
have thrawed the neck of it at any time up to Dunedin.” 

‘““ They made a fair stand, did they not ?”’ 

“Uch! Poor eno’—indeed it was not what you would 
call a coward’s tulzie either.” 

““ Well, well, that’s over, lads! I am proud of my clan 
and town. Slochd a Chubair gu bragh! Stack your guns 
in the arm-room, see your wives and bairns, and come 
up-by to the Castle for the heroes’ bite and sup. Who’s 
that with the white cockade in his bonnet? Is’t Rob 
Donn?” 

‘It is Rob Donn, cousin, with a bit of the ribbon 
contrivance for the diversion of his bairn. He tore it 
from the bonnet of the seventh man he put an end to.” 

*‘ There’s luck in the number, any way, though it was a 
dear plaything. March!” 

Down the road, with their friends hanging about them, 
and the boys carrying guns and knapsacks, went the men 
for the town, and Rob Donn left the company as it passed 
near his door. 

“Faith ! ’tis a poor enough home-coming, without wife 
or bairn to meet one,” said he, as he pushed in the door. 

“Wife! wife!’’ he cried ben among the peat-reek, 
“‘there’s never a stot, but here’s the cockade for the 
little one! ”’ 
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THE beginnings of things are to be well considered—we 
have all a little of that art; but to end well and wisely 
is the gift of few. Hunters and herds on the corri and the 
hill—they are at the simple end of life, and ken the need 
for the task complete. The stag must be gralloched ere 
ye brag of him, the drove must be at the market ere ye 
say anything of the honesty of the glens ye pass through. 

And what I like best about our own Gaels is their habit 
of bringing the work of a day or the work of a lifetime to 
what (in their own notions) is an end round and polished. 

When our women die, they do it with something of a 
daintiness. Their dead-clothes are in the awmrie ; I have 
seen them with the cakes toasted and the board set for 
their funerals. Travelling wide on unfriendly foreign 
roads, living by sword or wit, you know that our men, 
the poorest among them, with an empty sporran, kept the 
buttons of their duds of good silver, to pay, if need be, for 
something more than a gangrel’s burial. I like to think 
of him in story who, at his end in bed, made the folk trick 
him out in gallant style with tartan, targe, brogue, and 
bonnet, and the sword in his hand. 

“A Gaelic gentleman,” said he, ‘‘ should come to his 
journey’s end somewhat snod and well-put-on.” And his 
son played “‘ Cha till mi tuilidh’’ (“I return no more ”’) 
on the bagpipe by his firm command. 

It is not even in this unco undertaking of Death that the 
polish must be put on the task (though poor’s the creature 
who dies clumsily) ; it should be the same with every task 
of a day. 

And so Baldi Crom, making a fine pair of shoes on a day 
in Carnus, put the best skill of his fingers to every stitch. 
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He had been working at them since the command came in 
the morning, and now it was the mouth of night, and on 
one of them the finest of the fine sewing was still to do. 
About the place there was nobody but the old man, for 
he was the last, in a way, of the old stock of Carnus (now 
a lavach of low lintels, and the nettle over all) ; and he 
was without woman to put caschrom to his soil or hip to a 
creel of peats. And so he lived on the brae of Carnus— 
that same far up and lonely in the long glen. 

‘ They’ll be the best I ever put brog in,”’ said he, looking 
fondly at the fine work, the yellow thread standing out 
on the toes, patterned like a leaf of the whortleberry, set 
about with the serpent-work of the old crosses. Bite nor 
sup, kail nor crowdie, did he taste all day. Working in 
the light of his open door, he could see, if he had the notion, 
the whole glen rolled out before him, brimming with sun, 
crossed in the heat of the day by deer from Dalavich 
seeking for the woods of Loch Finne; the blue reek of the 
townships at the far end might have cheered him with the 
thought that life was in sight though his house was lonely. 
But crouped over the lapstone, he made love to his work, 
heeding nothing else but the sewing of the fine pair of shoes. 

It was the night before the town market. Droves of 
bellowing cattle—heifers, stots, and stirks—were going 
down the glen from Port Sonachan, cropping hurried 
mouthfuls by the way as they went and as the dogs 
would let them. And three Benderloch drovers came off 
the road and into Baldi Crom’s house, after the night was 
down on the glen and he had the cruisie lighted. They 
sat them down round the fire in the middle of the floor 
and ate bannocks and cheese. 

““ How’s thy family, ’Illeasbuig ? ”’ said a drover, stirring 
up the peat as if he were at his own door-end. Down on 
the roadside the cattle, black and yellow, crushed the 
sappy grass and mourned in bellows for their lost fields. 

“Splendid ! splendid !’’ said the old man, double over 
his shoes, fondling them with the fingers of a mother on a 
first baby. The light was low in the cruisie, for the oil was 
well down, and the fire and the cruisie made a ring of light 
that could scarcely slip over the backs of the men sitting 
round the peats. A goat scratched his head but-and-ben 
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against the wattles; in corners the darkness was brown 
and thick. 

“T hear Cailen’s in the Low Country, but what has 
come of Tormaid ?”’ said one, with knee-breeches, and 
hose of coarse worsted. 

The old man gave a quick start, and the lapstone fell 
from his knees, the shoe he was at with it. He bent over 
and felt like a blind man for them on the floor before he 
made answer. 

“Tormaid, my gallant son! Ye have not heard of him 
lately, then ? ” 

““ Never a word, ’Illeasbuig. People on the going foot, 
like drovers, hear all the world’s gossip but the sgeuls of 
their own sgiveachd. We have been far North since Mar- 
tinmas: for us there must be many a story to tell ’twixt 
here and Inneraora. A stout lad and pretty, Tormaid too, 
as ever went to the beginning of fortune! Where might he 
be enow ?”’ 

“Here and there, friend, here and there! A restless 
scamp, a wanderer, but with parts. Had he not the smart 
style at the game of camanachd ? He was namely for it in 
many places.” 

““ As neat a player as ever took shinty in hand, master ! 
I have the name of a fair player myself, but that much I’ll 
allow your lad. Is he to the West side, or farther off ? ”’ 

“Farther off, friend. The pipes now—have you heard 
him as a player on the chanter ?”’ 

“As a piper, "Illeasbuig! His like was not in three 
shires. I have heard him at reel and march, but these were 
not his fancy: for him the piobaireachds that scholarly 
ones play!” 

“My gallant boy!” said Baldi Crom, rubbing soft on 
the shoe with the palm of a hand. 

““Once upon a time,” said the drover, ‘‘ we were on our 
way to a Lowland Tryst. Down Glen Falloch a Soccach 
man and I heard him fill the nightfall with the ‘ Bhoilich ’ 
of Morar, with the brag of a whole clan in his warbling. 
He knew piping, the fellow with me, and the tear came to 
his cheek, thinking of the old days and the old ploys among 
the dirks and sgians.”’ 

“‘ There was never the beat of him,’’ said the shoemaker. 
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‘‘ Throughither a bit 2 

“But good, good at heart, man! With a better chance 
of fortune he might be holding his head to-day as high as 
the best of them.” 

The drovers looked at each other with a meaning that 
was not for the eyes of the old man; but he had small 
chance of seeing it, for he was throng at his fine pair of 
shoes. 

‘‘He had a name for many arts,” said the man with 
coarse hose, ‘‘ but they were not the arts that give a lad 
settlement and put money in his purse.” 

“‘The hot young head, man! He would have cured,” 
said the old man, sewing hard. ‘“‘ Think of it,’”’ said he: 
““ was ever a more humoursome fellow to walk a glen with ? 
His songs, his stories, his fast jump at one’s meaning, and 
his trick of leaving all about him in a good key with them- 
selves and him. Did ever one ask a Saxon shilling from 
his purse that it was not a cheery gift if the purse held 
ate 

“True, indeed !”’ said the drovers, eating bannocks and 
cheese. 

“°Twixt heaven and hell,” said the fellow with the 
coarse hose, “‘is but a spang. It’s so easy for some folk 
to deserve the one gate—so many their gifts—that the 
cocksureness leaves them careless, and they wander into 
the wrong place.” 

“You were speaking?’ said Baldi, a little angry, 
though he heard but half. 

“T said thy son was a fellow of many gifts,” answered 
the drover, in a confusion. 

“ He had no unfriends that I ken of,’’ said the old man, 
busy at the shoes; ‘‘ young or old, man or woman.” 

“Especially woman,” put in another drover, wrinkling 
at the eyes. 

““T’ve had five sons: three in the King’s service, and 
one in the Low Country; here’s my young wanderer, and 
he was—he is—the jewel of them all!” 

“You hear of him sometimes ? ”’ 

“T heard of him and from him this very day,’’ said 
Baldi, busy at the brogues, white and drawn at the face 
and shaking at the lips. ‘‘I have worked at these shoes 
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since morning, and little time is there to put bye on them, 
for at Inneraora town must they be before breakfast. 
Solomon Carrier, passing at three, gives me a cry and 
takes them.” 

“ They’re a fine pair of shoes,’ 

“Fine indeed ; the finest of the fine! They’re for a 
particular one.” 

“ Duke John himself, perhaps ? ”’ 

““No, man; a particular one, and were they not his in 
time a sorrymanwasI. They’re the best Baldi Crom ever 
put leather on.” 

Till the turn of the night the drovers slept in their plaids, 
their cattle steaming out-by in the dark, munching the 
coarse grass selvedge, breathing heavy. And when the 
men and their beasts went in the darkness of the morning, 
Baldi Crom was still throng at his fine pair of shoes. 

“T’m late, I’m surely late,” said he, toiling hard, but 
with no sloven-work, at his task. 

The rain had come with the morning, and was threshing 
out-by on peat and thatch. Inside, the fire died, and the 
cruisie gave warnings that its oil was low, but Baldi Crom 
was too throng on the end of his task to notice. And at 
last his house dropped into darkness. 

“ Tormaid ! Tormaid! my little hero—I’m sore feared 
you'll die without shoes after all,” cried the old man, 
staggering to the door for daylight. He had the door but 
opened when he fell, a helpless lump, on the clay floor. 
The rain slanted on his grey hairs and spat on a fine 
shoe. 
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Far down the good long glen the drovers were tramping 
after their cattle, and the dun morning was just before 
them when they got to the gate of Inneraora. Here there 
was a great to-do, for the kind gallows stood stark before 
the Arches. Round about it were the townspeople waiting 
for a hanging. 

“Who is’t, and what is’t for?” asked the drover with 
the knee-breeches and the coarse hose, pushing into the 


crowd. 
“ Tormaid, the son of the Carnus cobbler,” said a woman 
with a plaid over her head. ‘‘ He killed a man in a brawl 
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at Braleckan and raped his purse. Little enough to put 
tow to a pretty lad’s neck for, sure enough !” 

“Stand clear there ! ”’ cried a sharp voice, and the hang- 
man and his friend came to the scaffold’s foot with a lad 
in front of them, his hands shackled behind his back. He 
was a strong straight lad, if anything overly dour in the 
look, and he wore a good coat and trews, but neither boot 
nor bonnet. Under the beam he put back his shoulders 
with a jerk and looked at the folk below, then over at 
Dunchuach with the mist above the fort like smoke. 

“They might have given him a pair of old bauchels, if 
no better, to die in,” said the drover in the woman’s ear. 

““Ochanoch! and they might!” she said. ‘‘ The dar- 
ling! He lost his shoes in swimming Duglas Water to get 
clear, and they say he sent yesterday to his father for a 
pair, but they’re not come. Queer, indeed, is that, for 
‘twas the brag of the folks he came of that they aye died 
with a good pair of shoon on their feet!” 
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You know Castle Dark, women ? 

““ Well, we know the same, just man and blind! ” 

And you, my lads? 

“None better, Paruig Dall ; morning and night, in the 
moon and in the full white day !”’ 

Then of Castle Dark is my story. Is the cruisie alight on 
the rafter? More peats, little one, on the fire. 

Once upon a time Castle Dark was a place of gentility 
and stirring days. You have heard it,—you know it ; 
now it is like a deer’s skull in Wood Mamore, empty, eye- 
less, sounding to the whistling wind, but blackened instead 
of bleached in the threshing rains. When the day shines 
and the sun coaxes the drowsy mists from the levels by 
the river, that noble house that was brisks up and grey- 
whitens, minding maybe of merry times ; the softest smirr 
of rain—and the scowl comes to corbie-stone and gable ; 
black, black grow the stones of old ancient Castle Dark ! 
Little one, m’ eudail, put the door to, and the sneck down. 

“True for you, Paruig Dall; you know the place as if 
you had seen it.” 

With eyes Paruig Dall has never seen it. But my friends 
tell me what they know, and beyond I have learned of 
myself. Up the river-side, many a time I pass to the place 
and over its low dykes, dry-stone, broken and crumbling 
to the heel. The moss is soft on the little roads, so narrow 
and so without end, winding round the land; the nettle 
cocks him right braggardly over the old home of bush and 
flower, poisoning the air. Where the lady dozed in her 
shady seat below the alder-tree, looking out between half- 
shut eyes at the proud Highlands—loch, glen, and moun- 
tain—is but a root rotten, and hacked by the woodman’s 
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whittle. A tangle of wild wood, bracken, and weed 
smothers the rich gardens of Castle Dark. 

“It is so, it is so, Paruig Dall, blind man, prince among 
splendid pipers and storied men!” 

And to stand on the broad clanging steps that lifted 
from the hunting-road to the great door—that is a thinking 
man’s trial. To me, then, will be coming graveyard airs, 
yellow and vexatious, searching eager through my bones 
for this old man’s last weakness. ‘‘ Thou sturdy dog!” 
will they be saying, ‘‘ some day, some day! Look at this 
strong tower!’’ With an ear to the gap on the side of 
the empty ditch, I can hear the hollowness of the house 
rumbling with pains, racked at cabar and corner-stone, 
the thought and the song gone clean away. There is no 
window, then, that has not a complaint of its own; no 
loophole, no vent, no grassy chimney that the blind 
fellow cannot hear the pipe of. Straight into the heart’s 
core of Castle Dark looks the sun; the deep tolbooth of 
the old reivers and the bed-chamber of the maid are open 
wide to the night and to the star ! 

“Ochan ! ochan!”’ 

You that only ken the castle in common day or night 
and plain man’s weather have but little notion of its 
wonders. It was there, and black and hollow, ere ever you 
were born, or Paruig Dall. To see Castle Dark one must 
take the Blue Barge and venture on two trips. 

“The Blue Barge, just man ? ” 

That same. The birlinn ghorm, the galley of fairy Lorn. 
It lies in the sunlight on the bay, or the moonlight in 
certain weathers, and twelve of the handsomest sit on the 
seats with the oars in their hands, the red shirt bulging 
over the kilt-belt. At the stern of the barge is the chair 
of the visitor. Gentle or semple, ’tis the same boat and 
crew, and the same cushioned chair, for all that make 
the jaunt to Castle Dark. My story is of two trips a man 
made by Barge Blue up the river to the white stairs. 

He roved round the Lowlands road on a fine summer 
day, and out on the sands among the running salt threads 
of ebb tide. Among the shells, his eyes (as it might be) 
fell on the castle, and he had a notion to make the trip 
to it by a new road. Loudly he piped to sea. If loudly 
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he piped, keen was the hearing, for yonder came the 
galley of fairy Lorn, the twelve red-shirts swinging merry 
at the oars and chanting a Skye torram. 

““Here’s an exploit!’’ said the man of my story. 
“‘ There’s dignity in yon craft, or less than red-shirts was 
the wearing of the scamps who row her.” 

The loch curled like a feather before her and frothed 
far behind, and soon her nose ran high on the sand. No 
word was said, but the first pair of rowers let out a carved 
plank, and the fellow of my story went over it and behind 
to the chair with the cushioned seat. 

“To the castle?’ asked the captain (as it might be), 
in the way of one who speaks a master, and Adventurer 
said, ‘‘ Castle be it.’ 

The barge was pushed off the sand, the oars fell on the 
water, and she curved into the river-mouth. 

When Adventurer reached the bridge, it was before the 
time of war, and the country from end to end sat quiet, 
free, and honest. Our folks lived the clean out-by life of 
shepherds and early risers. Round these hills, the woods 
—the big green woods—were trembling with bird and 
beast, and the two glens were crowded with warm homes— 
every door open, and the cattle untethered on the hill. 
Summer found the folks like ourselves here, far up on 
sappy levels among the hills, but their sheilings more 
their own than ours are, with never a reiver nor a broken 
clan in all the land. Good stout roads and dry went 
down the passes to Castle Dark from all airts of Albainn 
—roads for knight and horse, but free and safe for the 
gentlest girl ever so lonely. By sea came gabberts of far 
France with wine and drink ; by land the carriers brought 
rich cloths, spices, and Italian swords such as never were 
before or since. I made a small piobaireachd once on such 
a blade ; if you put me over my pipes, I 
. Later the pipes, Paruig Dall, the best player in the 
world! to thy story this time.” 

Is the cup to my right or left ? Blessings! The Castle 
and Barge were my story. 

Up and on, then, under the bridge, went Adventurer 
and his company of twelve, and he trailed white fingers 
over the low side of the boat, the tide warm like new milk. 
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Under the long arch he held up his head and whooped 
gaily, like the boy he was in another dream, and Mac- 
tallamh laughed back from behind the smell of lime-drop 
and crotal hanging to the stones. Then into the sun again, 
on the wide flat river, with the fields sloping down on each 
hand, nodding to the lip with rush and flower. 

‘‘ Faith and here’s fortune !’’ said Adventurer. ‘‘ Such 
a day for sailing and sights was never before.” 

And the Blue Barge met nor stone nor stay, but ever 
the twelve fine lads swinging cheerily at the oars, till they 
came to the white stairs. 

Off the boat and up the clanging steps went Adventurer 
as bold as Eachan, and the bushes waving soft on every 
side. The gravel crunched to his foot—the white round 
gravel of Cantyre; kennelled hounds cried warning from 
the ditch-side ; round him were the scenting flowers and 
the feeling of the little roads winding so without end all 
about the garden. 

“Queer is this!” said he, feeling the grass-edge with 
his feet and fingering the leaves. ‘‘ Here, surely, is weed 
nor nettle, but the trim bush and the swinging rose. The 
gardeners have been busy in the gardens of old ancient 
Castle Dark !”’ 

When he came to the ditch, the drawbrig was down. 
To the warm airs of the day the windows, high and low, 
were open; a look of throng life was over the house, and 
in-by some one plucked angrily at the strings of a harp. 
Reek rose lazy and blue over the chimneys, the smell of 
roasting meats and rich broths hung on the air. 

Under a tree got Adventurer and deep in thought. 
And soon the harping came to an end. A girl stepped to 
the bridge and over into the garden. She took to the left 
by the butter-house and into My Lady’s Canter, lined with 
foreign trees. Along the wide far road came a man to 
meet her, good-shaped, in fine clothes, tartan trews fittin 
close on leg and haunch, and a leather jacket held at the 
middle by a crioslach. 

Under his tree stood Adventurer as they passed 
back, and close beside him the courtier pushed the hilt 
of a small-sword to his back and took the woman in his 
arms. 
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“Then if ye must ken,”’ said he, shamefacedly, “‘ I am 
for the road to-morrow.” 

The girl—ripe and full, not over-tall, well balanced, her 
hair waved back from over brown eyes, gathered in a knot 
and breaking to a curl on the nape of the neck like a wave 
on the shell-white shore—got hot at the skin, and a foot 
drummed the gravel in an ill temper. 

“For yon silly cause again?’ she asked, her lips 
thinning over her teeth. 

“‘ For the old cause,” said he; ‘‘ my father’s, my dead 
brothers’, my clan’s, ours for a hundred years. Do not 
lightly the cause, my dear ; it may be your children’s yet.” 

“You never go with my will,’ quo’ the girl again. 
“Here am I, far from a household of cheery sisters, so 
lonely, so lonely! Oh! Morag and Aoirig, and the 
young ones! were I back among them from this brave 
tomb !”’ 

““Tomb, sweet !” 

*“Tomb said I, and tomb is it!’ cried the woman, in a 
storm. ‘‘ Who is here to sing with me and comfort me in 
the misty mornings, to hearten me when you are at wood 
or hill? The dreary woods, the dreary, dreary shore— 
they give me the gloom! My God, what a grey day!” 

(And yet, by my troth, ’twas a sunny day by the feel of 
it, and the birds were chirming on every tree !) 

The gentleman put his hands on the girl’s shoulder and 
looked deep in her eyes, thinking hard for a wee, and biting 
at his low lip in a nervous way. 

*‘ At night,” said he, “‘ I speak to you of chase and the 
country-side’s gossip. We have sometimes neighbours in 
our house as now,—old Askaig’s goodwife and the Nun 
from Inishail—a good woman and pious.” 

Up went the lady’s head, and she laughed bitter and 

long. 
Py good husband,”’ she said, in a weary way, “ you 
are like all that wear trews ; you have never trained your 
tracking but to woodcraft, or else you had found the wild- 
kit in a woman’s heart.”’ 

‘“ There’s my love, girl, and I think you love——” 

“Tuts, man! I talked not of that. Love is—love, 
while it lasts, and ye brag of Askaig’s wife and the Nun 
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(good Lord !), and the old harridans your cousins from 
Lochow !”’ 

‘Tis but a tirrivie of yours, my dear,” said the man 
kindly, kissing her on the teeth, and she with her hands 
behind her back. ‘‘ To-morrow the saddle, Sir Claymore, 
and the south country! Hark ye, sweet, Ill fetch back 
the most darling thing woman ever dreamt of.” 

“What might his name be?” asked the girl, laughing, 
but still with a bitterness, and the two went round to the 
ditch-brig and in-by. 

Adventurer heard the little fine airs coming from the 
west, coiling, full of sap-smell, crooning in turret and 
among the grassy gable-tops, and piping into the empty 
windows. 


’Twas a summer’s end when he went on the next jaunt, 
a hot night and hung with dripping stars. The loch 
crawled in from a black waste of sorrow and strange hills, 
and swished on the shore, trailing among the wreck with 
the hiss of fingers through ribbons of silk. My dears, my 
dears! the gloom of hidden seas in night and lonely 
places! ‘Tis that dauntens me. I will be standing 
sometimes at the night’s down-fall over above the bay, 
and hearkening to the grinding of the sait wash on rock 
and gravel, and never a sound of hope or merriment in all 
that weary song. You that have seeing may ken the 
meaning of it ; never for Paruig Dall but wonder and the 
heavy heart ! 

“Tis our thought a thousand times, just man; we are 
the stour that wind and water make the clod of! You 
spoke of a second jaunt ?” 

As ye say. It was in winter; and the morning—— 

“Winter, said ye, Paruig Dall? ’Twas summer and 
night before.” 

Winter I said, and winter it was, before faoilteach, and 
the edge of the morning. The fellow of my sgewl, more 
than a twelvemonth older, went to the breast wall and 
cried on Barge Blue that’s ever waiting for the sailor who’s 
for sailing on fairy seas. In she came, with her twelve 
red-shirts tugging bravely at the oars, and the nose of 
her ripping the salt breeze. Out, too, the carved plank, 
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made, Ill warrant, by the Norwegian fellow who fashioned 
the Black Bed of MacArtair, and over it to the cushioned 
seat Adventurer ! 

The little waves blobbed and bubbled at the boat’s 
shoulders ; she put under the arch and up the cold river 
to the white stairs. 

It was the middle and bloodiest time of all our wars. 
The glens behind were harried, and their cattle were 
. bellowing in strange fields. Widows grat on the brae-sides 
and starved with their bairns for the bere and oat that 
were burned. But Adventurer found a castle full of com- 
pany, the rich scum of water-side lairds and Lowland 
gentry, dicing and drinking in the best hall of Castle Dark. 
Their lands were black, their homes levelled, or their way 
out of the country—if they were Lowland—was barred 
by jealous clans. So there they were, drinking the reddest 
and eating the fattest—a wanton crew, among them 
George Mor, namely for women and wine and gentlemanly 
sword-play. 

They had been at the cartes after supper. Wine lay on 
the table in rings and rivers. The curtains were across the 
window, and the candles guttered in the sconces. De- 
bauched airs flaffed abroad in the room. At the head of 
the board, with her hair falling out of the knot, the lady 
of the house dovered in her chair, her head against George 
Mor’s shoulder, and him sleeping fast with his chin on his 
vest. Two company girls from the house in the forest 
slept forward on the table, their heads on the thick of 
their arms, and on either hand of them the lairds and 
foreigners. Of the company but two were awake, playing 
at bord-dubh, small eyed, oozing with drink. But they 
slept by-and-by like the lave, and sleep had a hold of 
Castle Dark through and through. 

Adventurer heard the cock crow away at the gean-tree 
park. 

One of the girls, stirring in her sleep, touched a glass 

with her elbow, and it fell on its side, the dark wine 

splashing over the table, crawling to the edge, thudding 

in heavy drops on the shoe of the mistress of the house, 

who drew back her foot without waking. But her moving 

started up the man at her ear. He looked at her face, 
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kissed her on the hair, and got to his feet with no noise. 
A sour smile curdled his face when he looked about the 
room, drunken and yellow-sick in the guttering candlelight. 

Stretching himself, he made for the window and pulled 
back the curtain. 

The mountain looked in on the wastrel company, with 
a black and blaming scowl—the mountain set in blackness 
at the foot, but its brow touching the first of a cold day. 
Tree and bush stood like wraiths all about the garden, the 
river cried high and snell. George Mor turned and looked 
at the room and its sleeping company like corpses propped 
in chairs, in the light of candle and daybreak. 

The smell of the drunken chamber fogged at the back 
of his throat. He laughed ina kind of bitter way, the lace 
shaking at his neck and wrist-bands: then his humour 
changed, and he rued the night and his merry life. 

“‘T wish I was yont this cursed country,” said he to 
himself, shivering with cold. ‘‘’Tis these folk lead me a 
pretty spring, and had George Mor better luck of his 
company he was a decent man. And yet—and yet— 
who’s George Mor to be better than his neighbours? As 
grow the fir-trees, some of them crooked and some of them 
straight, and we are the way the winds would have us!” 

He was standing in the window yet, deep in the morn- 
ing’s grief, running his fingers among his curls. 

Without warning the door of the room opened, and a 
man took one step in, soft, without noise, white-faced, and 
expecting no less than he found, by the look in his eyes. 
It was the goodwife’s husband, still with the mud on his 
shoes and the sword on his belt. He beckoned on the fellow 
at the window, and went before him (the company still 
in their sleep), making for the big door, and George Mor as 
he followed lifted a sword from a pin. 

Close by Adventurer the two men stopped. It was on a 
level round of old moss, damp but springy, hid from the 
house by some saugh-trees, 

The master of the house spoke first. Said he, ‘‘ It’s no 
great surprise; they told me at the ferry over-by that 
strange carry-on and George Mor were keeping up the 
wife’s heart in Castle Dark.” 

‘‘ She’s as honest a wife as ever-———”’ 
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“ Fairly, fairly, Pll allow—when the wind’s in that airt. 
It’s been a dull place this for her, and I have small skill of 
entertainment ; but, man, I thought of her often, away in 
the camp!” 

He was taking off his jacket as he spoke, and looking 
past George Mor’s shoulder and in between the trees at 
the loch. And now the day was fairly on the country. 

“ A bit foolish is your wife—just a girl, I’m not denying ; 
but true at the core.” 

“Young, young, as ye say, man! She'll make, maybe, 
all the more taking a widow woman. She’ll need looks and 
gaiety indeed, for my poor cause is lost for good and all.” 

“We saved the castle for you, at any rate. But for my 
friends in-by and myself the flambeau was at the root o’t.” 

“So, my hero? In another key I might be having a 
glass with you over such friendship, but the day spreads 
and here’s our business before us.”’ 

“T’ve small stomach for this. It’s a fool’s quarrel.” 

“ Thoir an aire !—Guard, George Mor!”’ 

They fought warmly on the mossy grass, and the tinkle 
of the thin blades set the birds chirping in the bushes, but 
it could not be that that wakened my lady dovering in her 
chair in the room of guttering candles. 

She started up in a dream, and found George Mor gone, 
and the mark of muddy brogues near the door fitted in 
with her dream. She wakened none of her drugged com- 
pany, but hurried to the garden and in between the foreign 
trees to the summons of the playing swords. 

“Stop, stop, husband!” she cried before she saw who 
was at the fighting ; but only George Mor heard, and he 
half turned his head. 

She was a little late. Her man, with a forefinger, was 
_ feeling the way to the scabbard, and a gout of blood was 
gathering at the point of his sword, when she got through 
the trees. 

“‘ Madame,”’ said he, cool enough but short in the breath, 
and bloody a little at the mouth, “here’s your gallant. 
He had maybe skill at diversion, but I’ve seen better at 
the small-sword. To-night my un-friends are coming back 
to harry Castle Dark, and I’m in little humour to stop 


them. Fare ye weel!”’ 
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A blash of rain threshed in Adventurer’s face; the tide 
crept at his feet, the fall of the oars on Barge Blue sank 
low and travelled far off. It was the broad day. Over 
above the river, Castle Dark grew black, but the fellow 
of my story could not see it. 

“And the woman, Paruig Dall? What came of the 
woman ? ” 

Another peat on the fire, little one. So! That the 
fellow of my story would need another trip to see. But 
Barge Blue is the ferry for all, high tide or low, in the 
calm and in the storm. 
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WHERE and when what I am to tell of happened, I dare 
not be saying in this parish. It was somewhere south 
of Lorn and west of the lumpy Cowal lands; it was on 
the edge of the salt tide; it was between two rivers and 
facing the morning sun—more than that I keep thumb 
on. When first I came on the place after my time in 
France, and my father’s house sent a kindly reek among 
the alders at the twist of the way as I rode in, it was 
not the welcome I thought of but the story of Short 
Ealasaid and the Gentleman without a name. I put 
my chin in the air and laughed till echo hooted at me from 
the hills. Strange is the working of a man’s mind, that 
when he should be full at the heart of praise and thank- 
fulness, light things come to his head and he’s off at the 
giggling like a fool. Here was I, at the lintel of my own 
door (in a manner), after six weary years among foreign 
swords and hagbuts for the wherewithal to keep me in 
brose and recreation, with the old loch sweeshing in on 
the chuckie-stones and the two rivers dueting high over 
the flute of the birds, and the smell of green growing 
things setting my head swounding like the fumes of a 
staved Nantes cask; glad, glad to the core to be back 
in my own place with my own folks, and yet a light tale 
and a sculduddry was the only occupation of my mind! 

What set me on that tack was the sight of the Gentle- 
man’s garden wall at the roadside, with the moss thick 
and spongy on the top of it, and the brackens coming 
out of coil between the dry stones. 

‘My Gentleman’s gone,” said I to myself; ‘‘a creelful 
of bones below the clods, with his love and fancy and all 
the rest of it, and here’s but little change! Here’s the 
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same tide swithering at the full on his foreshore, the rain- 
rots spreading round the trees he planted, the sappy 
lea’s as springy to the hoof as when he put a firm brogue 
on it and called all the cattle he could set eye on his own.” 

And then J had mind of his ploy with Short Ealasaid, 
and laughed a good quarter by my Paris watch while 
my garron cropped the grass by the way. 

My father (peace with him!) it was who told me the 
story with just as much kept back of it as befits a man’s 
tale told at a gossiping among women and bairns, and 
it was not till I was far enough from my own place and 
the camp-fires kept me wakened that the man’s bit of it 
came to me. 

And this was the way o’t. 

Once upon a day in spring my Gentleman came out to 
survey his land, infield and outfield, tack, lot, croft, and 
township. He was the son of the son of a man whose 
name Scotland kens, and the fat Saxon will not forget 
in a hurry—a stout junk with the back well set and the 
hose doubled a bit down on as proper a leg as ever a 
skene-dhu garnished. He was black-avised, pitted a little 
with the plague (and there’s a clue for ye!); he had a 
narrow brow and a dour jaw, but the soft eye of a woman 
newly wedded. Whether it was because of his name and 
dignity, or his eye and the open jollity of his word of 
mouth, it were hard to tell, but he had the name of a 
gallant in the three parishes, and when fathers came to 
the fair with their lasses it was “‘in to foot girls! we'll 
take round by the back way for it ; for here’s What’s-his- 
name coming,” 

On this day the fine lusty air from the sea tingled 
against my Gentleman’s flesh till it turned his blood 
from milk to brine. He snuffed the smell of sea-wrack 
and whins, set back his shoulders with a jerk, and felt 
hale and complete, like a sea-rover with a galley for his 
world and the tiller of it under his oxter. On every 
side his eye fell on his own ; on the bays biting deep into 

the fat sides of his hills, on moor and mountain, on the 
deep larch woods and the corries full of bushes and the 
chirrup of birds, townships, and waste spots, corney-rigs 
and heather, the roes prancing, and the cailzie-cock 
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flapping laggardly over the way. The heels of him 
spurned the road, the heart of him swelled and sung, 
the sinews strained at hip, knee, and elbow, and he 
felt like Fin Macoul. 

It is a fit of the body every proper man under the 
two-score has now and then. I’ve had it myself when 
the year was young and the sun clean. Once it was 
mine on a day at Lutzen, and to slash with Sir Clay- 
more through buff and breast-plate was like switching 
dockens. 

In this mood then the one I speak of came to town, 
and just at the edge of it, lo and behold! was a girl 
posting blankets in a boyne, with her coats kilted and the 
soap sapple hardly a thought whiter than her knees. 
Her back was to my Gentleman, and he was close on her 
before she thought of turning. He pulled his bonnet a 
bit down on his face to keep the sun from his eyes, and 
looked for a little curiously at the rich curves of her and 
the light in her heavy brown hair glinting as if she had 
been redding it with the gruagach’s1 golden comb. She 
was singing in a dainty voice, a waulking song in the 
poor Skye Gaelic. 

‘‘ Here’s a new incomer, whoever she is,’ said he to 
himself, for he took credit for knowing every limmer in 
his land, and none there was as tall and gracious as this 
one busy in the boyne. Then he joined at the end of her 
chorus with a hearty voice, and she turned round in a 
hurry of hurries. 

When she saw who she had, she was out of the tub in a 
moment, and her toes went into hiding. 

“Ho, ho!” said my Gentleman, “it’s you that’s the 
dainty one! The women of hereabouts are not given to 
be so coy with their kirtles. You're not of my clan, 
m’ eudail.’’ And he put an extra cock on his bonnet and 
set his plaid more on his shoulder, walking up to the 
girl’s side. 

“No!” she said, sharp enough. ‘‘I’m perhaps of a 
breed more particular. In Macleod country the gentle- 
man are aye at the chase on the hill when the women 
are washing blankets.”’ 

1 Sea-maiden. 
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‘So! my pretty one. Poor’s their taste then, if the 
sluts are all of your shape.” 

‘Sluts!’ said the girl with her face flaring. “* Sluts, 
man!” 

‘Your mercy, my dear! I said that ere I saw sight 
of the face of you. There was never a slut in your family, 
I’ll take oath on steel.” 

And off came the cunning man’s bonnet, for all the 
world as if he were fronting a French demoselle. 

‘“My face,” quo’ the girl, “‘is as God made it; but 
I’m thinking the Other One was on hand at the fashioning 
of yours.”’ 

She began to drag the boyne by one hand towards 
the back end of the house, and half sorry her words 
were out of leash. Lucky it was that words of that 
nature were never hounds to worry my Gentleman’s 
vanity, and he laughed at the sally. 

“Well, troth you’re the good plucked one, any- 
way, he said, putting his bonnet on again, “‘and I 
was a churl to say what I said. I’m—So-and-so,”’ he 
added. 

“T kent it,’”’ said she. 

“ How ?”’ asked he. 

“ By your gentleman’s manners,” said she. ‘A plain 
man would be carrying the boyne back for me.” 

“ But——” 

‘““But was the poorest of Fingal’s dogs,’’ said the girl, 
standing up straight to put a coil of her hair behind an 
ear like a shell. 

“What was the fault of the dog ?’’ asked my Gentle- 
man, with his eyes swinging between the nape of her 
neck and her lips. 

“ He was an ill-bred cur.” 

‘In what fashion, darling ? ” 

“Tn an ill fashion hs 


“Sharp, sharp. You're from Skye, sure enough! 
Might I be asking the name of so handsome an incomer 
to my country ?”’ 

‘Your country, sir! They give you and your clan 


credit for many a bit land that was never won nor kept by 
sword or service,” 
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And into the house went the girl, with no more heed 
for him. 

Down the road went my Gentleman, sore confused and 
with less of the swank one in his gait, but hard at cogitation. 

A tacksman was the first he met. 

““Who’s yon up at the house by the arches ? ’”’ he asked, 
with a grip at the tacksman’s plaid. 

The man pulled down his eyebrows and looked up the 
road. He was cautious by nature. 

““Ts’t an answer you want, or the truth of it ?” 

“‘ Answer quick, man ! ”’ 

“In the house up by the arches ? ” 

“Yes, yes, stalacaire !”’ 

“Well, let me see. It’ll be old Paul Rhuadh’s widow.” 

My Gentleman glowered at the man. 

“Paul Rhuadh’s widow! I thought she died last 
Whitsunday.” 

““So she did, so she did! I could think of nobody 
else, being put about regarding a heifer of mine that——’”’ 

“Who's the girl, fool ?”’ 

“On my soul, Chief, it’s not gossip but learning you 
want! You mean the brown-haired one with the eyes. 
A trifle gimp about the waist ? ” 

“‘She’s not a Galloway quey, I'll allow, so far as shape 
goes, but she’s posting in a boyne, and the beat of her I 
never saw among blankets.” 

“Ay, ay! ye should be a judge. But this one’s too 
far north for your lordship. She’s a Dunvegan girl, no 
shore-side sgleuvachd,1 ll warrant. Her name’s Ealasaid, 
and she’s here at the nursing of Bell Bheg, her kinswoman.” 

“ Falasaid—Ailsa. Faith, ’tis a jaunty cognomen,” 
said my Gentleman, and he turned him and went down 
_ to the Cross, rolling the name over in his mouth. 


Ii. 


As my father (peace with him!) had the story, it was 
the next day our Gentleman left his house again with a 
corps of stout men at his heels. There would be his 


1 Slattern. 
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gillie-cois or haunchman, his gillie-mor to carry his sword 
and targe, his gillie-wet-foot to take him dry over rivers, 
his bladair or speaker, his piper and bard, with the running 
lads thereto pertaining. There he was in the middle, 
in hunting tartan, and steel was jingling. His haunch- 
man’s man had a withie of pigeons from the doocot as a 
gift for the Skye girl. 

When they reached the edge of the town, one of the 
running lads went into the house by the arches, and said 
the girl was to come out, for the Chief would speak to her. 

‘“So!” said the girl, stamping her foot on the clay. 
‘““He would put this affront on me, a stranger, that he 
dare not for his life put on a woman of his own clan. Pigs, 
pigs, pigs! I have heard of the fame of ye! Go out, 
lackey, and tell him to call where are men to meet him.” 

To my Gentleman the lad went with a red face. 

‘“ Well, sirrah, what said she ? ”’ asked the Chief. 

“That she was not dressed in a state to come out to 
see you,” said the lad. 

“Ay, ay, woman, woman! Here’s the one who 
knows them, black, brown, red or yellow. They’re all 
put about for the carving of the scabbard when a man 
is only heeding for the stuff the blade’s made of. Give 
me the pigeons, and come you, bladair, to put in a word 
with her.” 

My Gentleman and his spokesman went to the door, 
leaving the tail on the road, and the gentleman dirled 
on the door with the silver butt of a Doune pistol. 

The girl was snodding her hair a bit and had put a 
brooch of a fine pattern at her throat. 

“Thig stoidh !—Come in,” she cried, and they went 
in. She was alone, for the sick woman was but-and-ben. 

‘‘ Here’s for you, child,” said the bladair, putting the 
birds on the table. 

‘‘T have no taste for tame things,” said the girl, mighty 
quick. ‘‘ Pigeons from a doocot and the courting of a 
poltroon—they are the two wersh things.” 

“From the Chief, girl,” said the bladair, cautioningly. 

““No Chief of mine, old man. Our Chiefs bide at home 
except at battles, and send their gillies on their errands.”’ 

My Gentleman was standing a bit behind, his left 
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ne oF his hip, his right by his side with his bonnet and 
pistol. 

“ Hut-trut, lass!” he broke in, “‘ you’re too clipping 
of the tongue for us Arraghails. Can a gentleman not 
give you a brace or two of fowl without this fraca ? ”’ 

““Macleod women always reared their own chickens, 
master, and Macleod women were aye namely for having 
a keen eye to hawks.” 

“‘ Sharp—sharp—you’re from Wester Skye, sure enough ! 
I but wanted a kiss, sweetheart.” 

“‘Troth, I’m sorry my kinswoman’s so poorly. She is 
old enough not to be particular, and she’ll know how 
you folks shape your mouths for it. Leave her the pigeons 
if you like and I'll tell her your errand.” 

“The devil!’ cried my Gentleman. ‘ You laugh at 
me. Perhaps there’s a lad in the town who has your 
fancy. Take care, madam, where and who ye marry, 
for ye might be mine in any case. Ken ye my standing 
between the stones of this parish? I have the rights of 
pit, gallows, and Prime Noctis P”’ 

“Tf I was in a gentleman’s country, I would say [ 
had a woman’s right, and that’s always to the best, and 
a man’s reverence. But it’s a far cry to the well-bred 
land of Clan Leod, and many’s the tribe between.” 

Right and round about turned my Gentleman, and 
home in a flame, on his own hard road, below his own 
tossing trees, over his own ditch and drawbridge, and 
he drank the red claret wine till nightfall. Then he went 
down alone, like a plain man, with his feathers out of his 
bonnet and the plaid on his back. But Ealasaid, the Skye 
girl, paid no heed to his whistling. 

The summer sped, as it does in these parts, on a plover’s 
_ wing, with a tail to all airts in turn, but still and on the 
love of my Gentleman grew no less, and the Kerched 
girls beyond the wall saw little of him. He lost little 
chance of meeting the Skye woman at Mass or market, 
but a man that never failed with men found himself at 
foil by a lass. It is the way of the chase: a hind will 
run farther than a stag any day. 

To be on with my tale, one day my Gentleman’s 
fox-hunter Seumas from over the hill came to him 
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and asked if he could have three rigs more on the little 
field. 

“What for ? ”’ asked the big man. 

‘“For more corn,’”’ said Seumas, who was the best fox- 
hunter in all Albainn. 

“Yes, yes, but what for should you have more land 
or more corn ?’”’ said my Gentleman. 

“Tt would be for a marriage,” answered Seumas. 

““ Whose ? ” 

“Well, if it must be explained, it might be a fox- 
hunter’s marriage,” said Seumas, and he laughed a bit 
coyly. 

ee said my Gentleman dryly (being a bachelor by 
nature). ‘‘ Who’s the lucky one ?”’ 

“Well, I’m not what you might say altogether sure,” 
said the fox-hunter. ‘‘ There are two sisters of the Millers, 
strong enough girls and willing for anything, but I’m 
not very caring to ask one of them because the other one 
would be thrawn about it. Then there’s a widow over- 
by, and another one well up in years at Croit-a-bhile.”’ 

“Do you know the girl Ealasaid in the town ?”’ asked 
my Gentleman. 

“Fine that,’ said Seumas. 

“Would she be doing, do you think ? ” 

“‘She’s proud enough.” 

“* She is that, sure.’”’ 

“ But if I had six rigs and another cow I daresay she 
would have me.” 

““ Well, they’re yours if you marry her,” 

Seumas had his own thoughts about this curious way 
of putting it, but he went to the one Ealasaid he knew 
in the town (coming as he did from the side of Nowhere 
at the back of beyond), and she was Short Ealasaid, 
who lived in the new town end, a coarse little woman 
getting up in years and never a beauty at the best day 
she had. 

He asked her one question in a round-about way (think- 
ing of the Gentleman’s gallantry), and he asked her another, 
to which she said, ‘‘ Yes,’’ for she was sick tired making 
hose for three brothers and piping mutches for her 
mother. 

120 


JUS PRIM NOCTIS 


In the morning Seumas came to the Gentleman and 
said, ‘‘ Yon’s fixed ; we’ll be married in a fortnight.” 

“Could you not make it a week?” said my Gentleman 
eagerly. 

It was not a fortnight and it was not in a week, but 
it was in the course of time anyway that the wedding 
took place in the warmth of a night at the end of summer. 
There was dancing and there was drinking, there was 
the putting round of the song and the bottle deiseilwise.} 
The town lay deep in the darkness, fringed by the torn 
tide of the bays on either side, and all the life of it was 
in the house, where the keburs shook with the dancing 
of the marriage people, and the cruisies blazed far into the 
morning. 

Well on to bedding time Seumas was cried to the 
door, and a gillie from up-by told him the Chief wished 
his wife to be sent up. 

“To-morrow,” said Seumas, “‘ to-morrow’s time enough ; 
it will perhaps be about her going to the dairy.” 

“No,” said the messenger. ‘‘To-night is the night; it 
is for the old cess.” 

“ The old cess,’’ said Seumas. 

“Ay, the old cess. It’s curious to me that he should 
put it bye without a claim so often, and call for it on 
you. There’s a mistake somewhere, but up must your 
goodwife go.” 

‘The cess ; the cess—I am his own fox-hunter ; surely 
he will not cess me. If he must, then he can have his 
couple of sheep and condemn his soul!” 

‘“But he says no,” said Seumas, ‘‘ the wife must go 
up. If you would not have him down with a corps at his 
back, you would make the trip in the moment, both of 
you. I'll warrant when he sees Short Ealasaid, he’ll——”’ 

A fist in the face put an end to the messenger’s story, 
and he went back to his master’s house. 

Back into the marriage house went Seumas, and he 
took Ealasaid into a corner. She was a squat, ugly woman 
(and that’s the truth), with one high shoulder and a queer 
slit on her upper lip, with a foot on the floor like a sea- 
pig’s flipper, but the vanity of sixteen generations of 


1 Left to right; sunrise. 
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the people she came of, and they were not slack for 


ride. 
mu What for not ?”’ she asked in a flash when Seumas 
spoke in her ear. ‘‘It is the custom, goodman. And 
’t was he that put you in the way of wedding.” 

“Yes, yes, but——” 


“Well, m’ eudail, it will be a scandal in the country-side 
if the laird does not claim his right to kiss a bride on the 
first night. I would not have it against me.” 

The man looked at her slit lip, and was struck with the 
notion that it never looked so slit before. 

‘‘T would send up the two sheep, as many a better man 
did,’”’ he said. 

“Better keep the mutton,” said Short Ealasaid, and 
she ran ben the room with a heated face to put a plaid 
over her marriage gown. Seumas went with her to see 
her up the road with hell in his heart and a dirk in his 
belt, and they were out and away before the company 
knew that my Gentleman had claimed his night’s right. 

My Gentleman was in his chamber in trews and buckled 
shoon, clean shaven and point-device like a man I saw 
once in a Lyons play, gulping quaichs of the red stuff and 
nervous at the hands, glowering at a fire of bog-fir knots 
frizzling on the hearth, with his back to the half-open 
door of his bed-closet. A rap came at the door of the 
room he sat in, and a man put his head in to say a woman 
was waiting outside. 

“Let her in,” said the Gentleman, with a start to his 
feet and the wine glucking in his thrapple. There was a 
minute’s waiting, and then Short Ealasaid came in with 
a plaid on her head. 

““ Whom in the devil’s name have we here ? ” cried my 
Gentleman. 

“ Ealasaid $4 

“Ay, where’s Ealasaid. You're her tiring-woman, 
maybe ? ” 

‘““ Me—the—day ! no; I’m all that’s of her.” 

“You are Ealasaid! What Ealasaid in God’s name? ”’ 

“ Ealasaid of your own name and clan, master, but now 
Ealasaid—Bean—Seumas, your fox-hunter’s wife.” 

My father (peace with him !) would here tell that the 
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Gentleman cursed high and low, far and near, by the 
black stones and all the imps of Ifrinn. The woman was 
trembling in terror, but thought it was because he would 
have preferred a couple of sheep. 

“We can still send the mutton up,” she put in. 

And then my Gentleman, who, when it came to the 
bit, had some of the Cavalier in him, as was in all his 
race, behoove to spare the plain dame’s feelings. In a 
flash he smoothed his face and laughed gaily, and turned 
to the woman with the Gael’s welcome—and that’s the 
open hand. 

““ Mistress,’ he said, ‘‘ you have married my fox- 
hunter. You are the daughter of—of. ; 

“Tain Mor.” 

“Tain Mor, of course. I was wondering whether my 
good friend Jain could have a maid old enough to marry. 
Mistress, you’re young, young at the business!” 

It was, I'll allow, rough flattery, that would fail in 
many a place I’ve been, but it found Ealasaid on the 
weak spot. She reddened to the crown of her head, put 
a young thing’s spark in her eyes, and laughed like water 
tinkling in a linn. ‘“‘I am proud. You mind my father,” 
said she. ‘‘ We are of the Craignish folk and sib to your- 
self ’’ (and there’s another clue for ye), “‘ though our lot 
has been poor since the Bad Year.” 

Then for the first time my Gentleman had a notion 
whom he was speaking to. She was short and slit lipped, 
but her father was duineuasail, and she had some gentility 
for all her thick shoon. 

‘“Madam,” said my Gentleman with a bow, putting 
a deep chair for her beside the ate" T am. proud to have 
your father’s daughter here this night.” He was thinking 
' of a tall girl with feet in the frothy boyne and her bosom 
round and generous, and here was a fat little lump! 

‘Wot ye what I sent for ?’’ he asked, turning a queer 
fashioned silver chain over on his fingers. 

““Seumas said it was—it was——’ 

“Yes, mistress, it was; that same. The old cess, the 
jus prime noctis, as we say. To—to—kiss——”’ 

“Yes, my lord! ”’ 

“ To kiss—your hand and wish ye luck.”’ 
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Ealasaid sat back stiff in her chair and her eyes looked 
questioning at the man. There was a red spot on her 
cheek ; it might be the spot a woman has in anger, and 
my Gentleman was gleg enough to see it. 

‘‘ And to make you this little present,”’ he added fast, 
putting the chain in her lap. (It was the chain of a powder 
horn; at this moment I could put my hand on it.) ‘ My 
anger when ye entered was because I had not thought of 
something wiser-like for a cousin’s daughter.”’ 

‘* My folk,” said the woman a little short in the breath, 
“are of a high spirit. If I thought there was a slight 
and that I was being lightlied t 

‘Mistress, you will not think the kiss of the head of 
my house a slight,” said the cunning one, watching the 
lines on the corner of her mouth, the dry lips and the 
restlessness of her hands. 

“Tt’s not that,’ said Ealasaid. Then she gave a half 
sigh, smothered on the way, her eyes on the round white 
wrist of the best man in three parishes. 

“No!” cried my Gentleman in a confusion. ‘I was 
wrong to bring you here. It was but a whim; to-morrow 
would have done, and I cry your mercy.” 

He turned and drew back a curtain from the window 
to look out. The first streak of a grey day was over 
Cowal Hills, and on the low horn of the bay the cruisies 
were blinking in the marriage house. Over the house 
by the arches the night was black and thick. A longing 
was at his heart, for the lowe was gone from it and he 
felt a lonely man. 

‘““T see the lights of the feast in your house,” he said. 
‘““T am sorry I should have taken you from the company 
and made you miss a happy hour.”’ 

“The company,” said Ealasaid, ‘“‘ know what a Chief’s 
right is.’ And she stood to her feet, pulling her plaid 
tight over her shoulders, unwillingly. She would have 
sat for a night on the chair for the sake of what might be 
jaloused. Then she added, “‘ Indeed, it’s true, for a kiss 
of the hand, there might have been no such great hurry.” 

It was now my Gentleman’s turn to redden, and he 
swore soft in his clenched teeth. 

“ You must drink a cup with me, goodwife, before you 
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go,” he said, pulling the stopper from an Islay silver 
flask and spilling a cup of it into a goblet. 

It was done so stately, with the air of his cunning 
race, my Gentleman of Gentlemen, balanced on one hip 
with a foot out, the goblet in his white hand, and reverence 
in his eyes! Ealasaid gasped down the last of her hopes 
with a mouthful of the claret and turned to the door 
with a slow step. 

“Good night,” she said over her shoulder. 

My Gentleman put out his hand eagerly, but had 
mind of his duty when he saw a little fire in the woman’s 
eyes. He looked at her mouth and swithered a second, 
then bent humbly over her hand with his lips on her hot 
fingers. 

“ That’s my right,” said he. 

“They have another way of it in the town’s gossip,” 
said Ealasaid, balanced on the inside foot. 

“Madam,” said my Gentleman, “ they’re aye clattering 
places towns. A daughter of—of—of Iain Mor and the 
wife of the best fox-hunter in Albainn is her own mistress 
in my house. I'll send some one down the road with 

ou. 
There was a noise behind my Gentleman as he spoke 
and the bed-closet door swung back. Out stepped Seumas 
with his face flaming, and him putting a dirk in its 
sheath. 

“ Your pardon, Chief; Ill see my wife down. It’s as 
little as I could do.” 

“What were you doing there?” cried my Gentleman 
with a scowl. 

‘““T came round by the bridge after seeing my wife in 
at your gate, and I found the window in-by open.” 

“So! You had an eye on Ealasaid had you, Seumas ? ” 
breaking into a laugh. ‘‘ You would grudge me the old 
cess, would you?” 

The woman went softly out at the door, leaving the two 
men facing each other. 

“You missed death to-night twice by a hair-breadth,”’ 
said the fox-hunter, breathing thick and fast. 

My Gentleman looked under his brows at him. ‘‘ How?” 


said he. 
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“Tf you had set a foot inside the bed-closet after my 
wife came to you, my dirk was in your wame.”’ 

“And the second time, my lad ? ” 

“The second time was just before your gentleman’s 
tongue came to you, and I thought you thought it not 
worth your while.”’ 

My Gentleman looked the man straight in the eyes and 
had a thought of the quirks of nature. 

“Sir,” he said at last, “‘I’ll not deny but had I been 
you I’d have done it myself,” and he filled another 
quaich of the good French wine for the fox-hunter. 
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A bhean ! O wife! 

A pheasain ! O brat! 

Amadan, fool. Amadain dhoill ! O blind fool! 

Bas, the haft of a shinty in this case, 

Bas, death. Bas Dhiarmaid ! death to Diarmaid ! 

Beannachd, blessing. Beannachd leis! blessing with him! 
Beannachd leat ! blessing with thee, farewell ! 

Biodag, a dirk. 

Birlinn ghorm, blue barge. 

Bochdan, a ghost. 

Bodach, an old man. 

Bord-dubh, black-board, the game of draughts. 

Bratach, a banner. 

Cabar, a rafter, a log of wood for throwing in Highland sports. 

Caileag bheag, a little girl. 

Cailleach, old woman. Cailleachan, old women. 

Caman, club used in the game of shinty. Camanachd, the game of 
shinty. 

Cas, foot. Cas-chrom, a primitive hand-plough. 

Choillich-dhaubh ! O black-cock ! 

Clach-cuid-fear, a lifting-stone for testing a man’s strength. 

Clachneart, putting-stone. 

Clarsach, harp. 

Cothrom na Feinne, the fair-play of Finne ; man to man. 

Crioslach, belt, girdle. 

Cromag, a shepherd’s crook. 

Crotal, lichen. 

Crunluadh, a movement in piping. Crunluadh breabach, a smarter 
movement. Cvrunluadh mach, the quickest part of a pio- 
baireachd. 

Dhé! O God! Dia, God. Dhia gleidh sinn! God keep us! 

Dorlach, a knapsack. 

Duin'-uasal, gentleman. 

Eas, waterfall or cataract. 

Faoilteach, the short season of stormy days at the end of January. 

Feadan, the chanter or pipe on which pipers practise tunes before 
playing them on the bagpipes. 

Fuavag, hasty-pudding, a mixture of oatmeal and cold water, or 
oatmeal and milk or cream. 
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Gruagach, a sea-maiden in this case. 

Tile! lad! ’Illean ! lads! 

Tolaiy, eagle. 

lorvam, a boat-song. 

Laochain ! hero! comrade ! 

Lavach, site of a ruined building. 

Londubh, blackbird. 

Maillachd ort ! malediction on thee ! 

Marag-dhubh, a black pudding, made with blood and suet. 

M’ eudail, my darling, my treasure. 

Mhoive Mhathair, an ave, ‘‘ Mary Mother.” 

Mo chridhe ! my heart! 

Mo thruaigh ! alas, my trouble ! 

Och! ochan! ochanoch! ochanie! ochanorie! exclamations of 
sorrow, alas! Ocha Dhé! siode nis! FEirich, eirich, Rob—O 
God! yonder it isnow! Rise, rise, Rob! 

Oinseach, a female fool. 

Piobaiveachd, the symphony of bagpipe music, usually a lament, 
salute, or gathering, 

Piob-mhor, the great Highland bagpipe. 

Seangan, an ant. 

Sgalag, a male farm-servant. 

Sgeul, a tale, narrative. 

Sgian-dubh, black knife, worn in the Highlander’s stocking. 

Sgireachd, parish. 

Siod e! there it is! 

Siubhal, allegro of the piobaireachd music. 

Slochd-a-chubaiy gu bragh! the rallying cry of the old Inneraora 
burghers, “ Slochd-a-chubair for ever!” 

So! here! So agade! here he is! 

Spagachd, club-footed, awkward at walking. 

Spreidh, cattle of all sorts, a drove. 

Stad ! stop ! 

Suas e! up with it! A term of encouragement. 

Tatbhsear, a visionary ; one with second-sight. 

Tha sibh an so! you are here! 

Thoir an aive ! beware! look out ! 

Uiseag, the skylark. 

Uriar, the ground-work, adagio, or simple melody of a piobaireachd. 
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CHAPTER AI. 
THE WEST BOW BALL. 


THE last of the West Bow balls before Lady Charlotte ran 
away with her dancing-master was on a dirty evening in 
November. Edinburgh was all day wrapped in haar, and 
now came rain that made the gutters run like mountain 
burns and overflow into the closes, to fall in shallow 
cataracts to the plain below. There was a lively trade in 
the taverns. ‘‘ Lord! there’s a sneezer for ye!’’ said the 
customers ordering in their ale, not really minding the 
weather much, for it was usual and gave a good excuse for 
more assiduous scourging of the nine-gallon tree ; but their 
wives, spanging awkwardly on pattens through the mud 
on their way to the fishwife at the Luckenbooths for the 
supper haddocks, had such a breeze in their petticoats and 
plaids they were in a terror that they should be blown away 
upon the blasts that came up the gulleys between the 
towering “‘lands,’’ and daring slates and chimney-pots, 
and the hazards of emptied vessels from the flats above, 
kept close to the wall as luggers scrape the shore of Fife 
when the gale’s nor’-west. 

Lady Charlotte was director of the dance—a creature 
most majestic, who ballooned about the room as if not her 
feet but her big hooped petticoat conveyed her, the only 
woman without a mask ; that in her office would be useless. 
All the other women kept theirs on, with silken cords bit 
between the teeth (except when a favourite partner caused 
a titter). Below the velvet, when it tilted up, they showed 
the cheeks of youth and beauty, sometimes a little high in 
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the bone for classic taste, and a patch on the chin just at 
the point where to a resolute lad it looked like a defiance. 
The flute, the hautbois, and the ’cello gave body to the 
melody of the harpsichord, somewhat flat the whole of 
them, for the place was sweltering, and the stuccoed ceil- 
ing sweated, and the walls. 

A gentleman, conspicuous from the fact that he wore no 
wig, stood in the dusk at the foot of the room, away from 
the guttering candelabra, and put up his hand to hide a 
yawn. The minuet was beyond him, and seemed to him 
who came from the wilds, where the languid had no place 
in merriment, a somewhat insipid affair. In the card- 
room, where old dowagers played cards till their girls 
should be ready to go home, and the young ones sat with 
their chosen gallants, sipping tea in the latest manner, he 
had ventured a harmless remark to a lady neither too young 
nor too lovely to resent a politeness at a masque assembly, 
and she had fled to her friends as if he were an ogre. 

He was neither surprised nor vexed ; he was accustomed 
to have the fair avoid him, though scarcely with such 
obvious fastidiousness as to-night. It was one of the 
things to be expected by a man with a crooked nose and 
the plainness of his other features in conformity with that 
one, even if he had not happened to be there incognito. 

“To the devil!” said he to himself. ‘“‘ I cannot expect 
them to be civil to any casual Jo at a two-and-sixpenny 
ball.” And he yawned again, impatient for the coming 
away of his cousin, whose gallantries to a lady at the other 
end of the room seemed unending. From that cousin he 
neither expected the ordinary courtesies of life nor desired 
them. They were usually as cool to each other as if they 
had sprung from different clans, and it was only the acci- 
dent of a law plea affecting the family in its various 
branches that brought them privately to the capital and 
to the same lodgings from widely different parts of their 
native shire, and from widely different ways of life. 

Whatever the cousin had to say to madam, she was 
pretty merry on the head of it, and seemed entranced 
with her gallant. He was such a coxcomb surely as never 
before came off the heather, with his Genoa velvet coat, 
his sky-blue breeches, and a waistcoat of the tartan of his 
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clan, a thin, delicate, lady-like sword at his haunch that 
better knew the swing of the claymore. 

“A rogue, Jock! and a tongue to wile the bird off the 
tree,” thought the man with the crooked nose, in no envy 
at all, but just in a distaste at nature’s perversity ; and he 
saw that his cousin and the lady looked at him as if he were 
the object of their conversation. 

To his astonishment, the lady, at the forming of the 
next quadrille, was brought to him by Lady Charlotte. 
“You see, if the mountain ‘ll not come to Mahomet, 
Mahomet maun just come to the mountain,” said the 
directress airily. ‘‘ Here’s a leddy I’m determined shall 
not miss her quadrille, and you are very lucky, Mr— 
Mr. ” 

“Macdonald,” said he, with a bow and a glance of 
shrewdness at the young lady, who had plainly made the 
arrangements herself for the introduction. 

““Mr Macdonald—just so! a rale decent clan,’’ said 
Lady Charlotte, who prided herself upon the quality of her 
Scots. “‘I mind you had the tickets from Lord Duthie ; 
you're lucky to have the chance of the bonniest partner in 
the room.” 

“Tll take your word for it,’ said he, with another 
glance at a very soothfast mask that came down 
on as sweet a pair of lips as ever man took craving 
for. 

At a quadrille he was not amiss if one could get over the 
crook in his nose and the rugged plainness of his coun- 
tenance generally. When he was done and brought the 
lady to a seat, she was good enough to say he danced 
divinely. She had herself the carriage of a swan, her voice 
was of a ravishing and caressing quality, with none of the 
harsh, high-pitched, East-country accent that would have 
' grated on Macdonald’s ears, and yet there was something 
shallow in her phrase and sentiment. 

‘‘ You are very good to say so, ma’am. I rarely dance, 
and I have seldom danced less at an assembly than I have 
done to-night,” said he, taking the compliment at its real 
value, for his dancing was a point on which he had no 
illusions. eure 

The lady toyed with her fan ; her eyes, mischievous and 
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profound as wells and of the hue of plums, sparkled 
through the holes in her mask. 

‘Oh la! and you divine at it, I declare! Our Edin- 
burgh belles, then, do not tempt you, Mr Macdonald ? 
But I daresay you will think them quite good enough for 
our Edinburgh beaux ; now, did you ever in your life see 
such gawks ? ” 

Macdonald rubbed his chin. ‘‘ On the contrary,” said 
he, ‘“‘I was just thinking them uncommon spruce and 
handsome.”’ 

‘You are very tolerant; have you any other virtues 
to be aired ? ” said the lady with a smile that puzzled him. 
‘‘ There’s still another dance, I see ; her ladyship is fairly 
in the key to-night ; you'll have time to tell me all of them 
seriatim, missing out the lesser ones brevitatis causa.” 

““H’m!” thought he; “her father’s in the law,” and 
wondered who she was. ‘“‘I could tell you all of them in 
the time it would take to dance a step of the Highland 
Fling,” said he. 

“Faith, there’s modesty! Item, Mr Macdonald ? ” 
and she sat back in her chair, her hoops bulged out in 
front of her like the bastion of a fort. 

He counted them on his fingers humorously. ‘‘ Item, 
the tolerance you have given me credit for, though you 
have no example of it as yet, madam; item, an honest 
liking for my fellows, even the scamps of them; item, a 
habit of aye paying my way; item——’” his forefinger 
hovered dubiously over the other hand, but never lighted 
on another virtue. ‘‘I declare to you I have got to the 
end of my list and the man has not yet finished the tuning 
of his fiddle,” he said, laughing in a way so pleasant it 
almost made amends for his unhappy nose. 

He had taken a seat beside her, she tapped him with her 
fan upon the knees with an air of the superior that struck 
him as a little droll, and, looking straight in his face, said 
in an affected Scots, as if to take the sting from the words : 
‘A’ very fine, Maister Macdonald, a’ very fine! What 
have ye given me here but twa-three virtues that come— 
except maybe the last—so easy to maist folk they’re nae 


mair to your credit than that you should sup kail wi’ a 
spoon ?”’ 


’ 
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“A poor show, I confess it, ma’am ; if you want.a list 
of more brilliant virtues, you should try my worthy cousin, 
your last partner,’’ he replied. 

“Do you tell me that—Barrisdale?”’ said the lady, 
burring her “‘r’s”’ with a gusto to make him certain she 
had no dubiety regarding his identity. 

He could not hide a little start of surprise, for he thought 
the secret of his cousin and himself being in Edinburgh was 
known to but two men there, Lord Duthie and Mackee. 

“You're the daughter of Lord Duthie,” said he, re- 
membering her law Latinity. 

She was confused at so shrewd a guess, but admitted he 
was right. ‘‘It has long been my wish,” said she, “‘ to 
have a crack with a Highland rob——, with a Highland 
person of your experience ; and I must confess I asked 
Lady Charlotte for the introduction, though you may not 
think it modest. Let me tell you that I’m disappointed ; 
it ill becomes a gentleman of Barrisdale’s reputation to be 
claiming such paltry common virtues as those you have 
named to charm the ear of an unknown lady in a mask. 
They credit ye with Latin and French, and say ye cut a 
dash whiles in London—oh la ! a wonnerfu’ man entirely | 
~—but upon my word, I never thought to get a catechist in 
my Hielan cateran.”’ 

““Here’s a comedy,’ thought he, looking across the 
room to his cousin. ‘‘ How in the world did you discover 
me ?”’ he asked her; “‘ did my cousin 4 

‘* He did,” said she, ‘‘ and he told me not to mention it ; 
but you see, I take the privilege of my sex.”’ 

‘‘T cannot but be flattered at your interest, ma’am, I’m 
sure, and I hope you will not let the thing go further so 
long as I’m in Edinburgh. Now that I’m discovered, I’m 
- wae to be back to my ruffian gang,’’ said he, with a quiz- 
zing air. ‘‘I must have a most tremendous reputation, 
and I would not wonder if you could go over all my 
history.” 

“T daresay I know the worst of it.” 

“Do you? Faith! it’s more than I do myself; might 
I ask you to be jogging my memory ? ”’ 

“When I come to think of it,” said she, “the very 
virtues that you claim are what in the rough bounds of 
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the Hielans may well manifest themselves in fashions that 
hereabouts in lalland towns we clap men into jyle for.”’ 

“Indeed, I should not wonder, ma’am,” said he; 
‘‘ what’s counted a crime in one parish, even in the Hielans, 
is often looked on as a Christian act in others not a glen 
removed.” 

‘You talk of tolerance, Barrisdale ; was it that made 
you hide in Ben Alder for a twelvemonth the man that 
shot Breadalbane’s factor ? ”’ 

“He was a very old man, the factor, Miss Duthie,” said 
he glibly. ‘‘ He would have died in another winter, any- 
way, by all appearances, and not half so handsomely as 
with a bullet. And the poor fellow who shot him—you 
would not have us send a man with a wife and ten of a 
family to the gallows ? ”’ 

‘‘Lord !”’ cried the lady, affecting to be out of patience. 
“You are a rebel too, my father tells me, and all for having 
back those Papist Stuarts and putting the dear King 
away out of the country. Is that a sample of your love 
for your fellow-men ? ” 

“ Logic,” thought Macdonald, ‘‘is not a branch that’s 
taught with the virginals and tambouring in lawyers’ 
families.’’ ‘‘ Well, ma’am,” said he, ‘‘ could you blame 
me? Ihave been in France a while myself, and I ken the 
kind of drink they have to drink there; I would not 
poison dogs with it. I would have Jamie back for no 
other reason than to save what relics of his stomach may 
be to the fore. What’s that but love for my fellows ? ”’ 

“Was it that made you fight with the London gentleman 
and send him—poor soul—to his Maker at five o’clock on 
a cold winter morning ? ”’ 

“It’s a small world. Who would have thought the 
gossip of that trivial affair would have travelled to an 
Edinburgh assembly ? Sure you would not have had me 
put off the occasion till the summer weather ; we were 
both warm enough at the time, I assure you, or that 
black folly they call a duel had never been engaged in.” 

“You have the name of—of—I hate to mention it,” 
ae the lady, now grown eager and biting her under 
ip. 

“Oh, out with it! out with it! Crown Counsel should 
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never be blate, ma’am; on.my word, the talent for 
cross-examination would seem to run in the family.’’ 

“ Blackmail and ”’ said she in a whisper. 

“One at a time! ”’ said Macdonald. ‘‘ That’s the prose 
way of putting it; up north we put it differently. You 
call it robbery ; we call it rent. Some charge the rent by 
the penny-land or the acre; we charge it by the sound 
night’s sleep, and the man who rents immunity for his 
cattle from Barrisdale gets as good value for his money as 
the man who rents some acres of dirt from Appin.” 

Madam worked her fan industriously—now she was on 
his heels, and could not spare so plain a mercenary. ‘‘ You 
steal cattle,’’ was her next charge. 

“Steal! ma’am,” said Barrisdale, with a frown. ‘“‘ It 
is not the bonniest word; up north we call it togail— 
lifting. It is an odd world, mistress, and every man of 
us has to do some sort of lifting for a living—if not in the 
glen, then in the market-place, where the act is covered 
in a fine confusion. If we lift a cveach now and then in 
Barrisdale there are other clans that lift from us, and at 
the season’s end no one is much the worse, and there has 
been much frolic and diversion.” 

“On the same reasoning, then, you would justify the 
attempt at abducting Glen Nant’s rich daughter ?”’ said 
the lady. 

““Do you happen to have seen her ?”’ 

“T have,”’ said the lady, and could not for her life have 
kept from smiling. ‘‘ It was the sight of her spoiled what 
small romantics I had about the Hielan cateran.”’ 

““ Are you sure there are none to the fore yet ?”’ 

“Not a morsel!’ said the lady, looking point-blank at 
his nose. 

“ Mo thruagh !’’ said Macdonald tragically ; ‘‘ then are 
we indeed forsaken.”’ 

“You made a shabby flight, by all accounts, from the 
lady’s brother.”’ 

“Humph!”’ said he, for the first time disconcerted ; 
indeed, it was a story no way creditable to Clan Mac- 
donald. ‘‘I think,’’ said he, ‘‘ we’ll better let that flea 
stick to the wall,’”’ and looked across the room to where his 
cousin sat glowering in a manifest anxiety. 
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‘Oh, Barrisdale, Barrisdale, can ye no’ be a good man?”’ 
said Miss Duthie, in a petty lady-like concern, and unable 
to keep her eyes from that unlucky nose. 

He put up his hand and covered it. She flushed to the 
neck that he should so easily have divined her, and he 
laughed. 

‘Tt’s no use trying, ma’am,” said he. ‘‘ Let me be as 
good as gold and I would never get credit for it from your 
sex, that must always fancy that a handsome face never 
goes but with a handsome heart.” 

She rose with an air of vexation to leave him, very red 
below her mask ; the last dance was on the point of ending, 
the dowagers were coming in with their Paisley plaids on 
their shoulders. ‘‘ I would never hurt any person’s feel- 
ings by allusion to his personal appearance,” she said, as 
she was turning away. 

“T am sure of it, ma’am,” said he; ‘“‘ you are most 
considerate.” 


CHAPTER II. 
THE FIRE, 


MACDONALD and his cousin Jock walked to their lodging 
in Halkerston’s Wynd without a lanthorn. The watch 
cried, ‘‘ Twal o’clock, twal o’clock, and a perishin’ cauld 
nicht”; they could hear the splash of his shoes in the 
puddles of the lane although they could not see him. 
The town now rose above the haar that brooded in the 
swampy hollow underneath the citadel ; the rain was gone, 
the stars were clear, the wind moaned in the lanes and 
whistled on the steep. It was like as they were in some 
wizard fortress cut from rock, walking in mirk ravines, 
the enormous houses dizzy overhanging them, the closes 
running to the plains on either hand in sombre gashes. 
Before them went sedans and swinging lanterns and 
flambeaux that left in their wake an odour of tow and 
rosin not in its way unpleasant. 
“Yon was a dubious prank upon the lady,” said Mac- 
donald, and his cousin laughed uproariously. 
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““Upon my word, Donald,”’ said he, ‘‘I could not for 
the life of me resist it. I declare it was better than a play ; 
I have paid good money for worse at a play.” 

“And still and on a roguish thing,” said Macdonald, 
Fate his step. ‘‘ You were aye the rogue, Jaunty 

ock,”* 

“And you were aye the dullard, Dismal Dan,” retorted 
the other in no bad humour at the accusation. ‘‘ To be 
dull is, maybe, worse. You had the opportunity—I risked 
that—to betray me if you liked.” 

““ You knew very well I would not do that.” 

““ Well, I thought not, and if you did not take the chance 
to clear yourself when you got it, there’s no one but 
yourself to blame. Here was madam—quite romantical 
about the Highlands, as I found at our first country dance, 
and languishing to see this Barrisdale that she has heard 
from some one—(who the devil knows? that beats me) 
—was to be at Lady Charlotte’s ball. ‘I’m sorry to say 
he’s my own cousin,’ says I—‘ a Hielan cousin, it does not 
count when rogues are in the family.’ ‘ You must point 
him out to me,’ said she. I gave her three guesses to 
pick out the likeliest in the room, and she took you at 
the first shot.” 

‘““A most discerning young person ! ’’ said Macdonald. 

““ She knew your history like a sennachie, lad, and rogue 
as she made you, I believe she would have forgiven you 
all but for that nose of yours,” 

“Oh, damn my nose!” cried Macdonald. ‘“‘ It’s not 
so very different from the common type of noses.” 

“Just that! just that! not very different, but still a 
little skew. Lord! man, you cannot expect to have all 
the graces as well as all the virtues. Madam picked you 
out at all events, and I was not in the key to contradict 
‘her. She paid you (or was it me?) the compliment of 
saying you were not at all like her idea of a man with the 
repute of Barrisdale.” 

“Very likely! Indeed, I could guess she was more put 
out at that than at finding herself speaking to a scamp who 
laughed at his own misdeeds. You made a false move ; 
Jock, had you admitted you were the man, she would not 
have been greatly mortified. In any case, she thought to 
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improve the occasion with advice. She told me to be 
ood |” 

; Barrisdale could hardly speak for laughing. ‘‘ You 

kept up the play at any rate,” said he, ‘‘ for when I saw 

her to her chair, ‘ Yon’s an awful man, your cousin,’ said 

she. What do you think of her?” 

‘‘Something of a simpleton, something of a sentimen- 
talist, and a very bonny face forbye to judge by her chin— 
that was all of it I saw.” 

‘‘ She kept too tight a mask for even me to see her face. 
Man, ye’ve missed her chief charm—she has twa thousand 
a year of her own. I had it from herself, so you see I’m 
pretty far ben. With half a chance I could make a run- 
away match of it; I’m sure I took her fancy.” 

“Tuts! Jock. I thought you had enough of runaway 
matches; take care she has not got a brother,” said 
Macdonald. 

Jaunty Jock scowled in the dark, but made no answer. 

Their lodging was in a land deep down in the Wynd. 
Flat on flat it rose for fourteen stories, poverty in its 
dunnies (as they called its cellars), poverty in its attics, and 
between the two extremes the wonderfullest variety of 
households bien or wealthy—the homes of writers, clerks, 
ministers, shopkeepers, tradesmen, gentlemen reduced, 
a countess, and a judge—for there, though the Macdonalds 
did not know, dwelt Lord Duthie with his daughter. In 
daytime the traffic of the steep scale stair went like the 
road to a fair, at night the passages were black and still as 
vaults. ‘‘A fine place the town, no doubt,” said Jaunty 
Jock, “‘ but, lord, give me the hills for it!” 

They slept in different rooms. The morning was still 
young when one of them was wakened by the most appal- 
ling uproar on the stair. He rose and saw his window 
glowing ; he looked from it, and over on the gables of the 
farther land he saw the dance of light from a fire. He 
wakened Jaunty Jock. ‘‘Get up,” said he, “‘ the tene- 
ment’s in blazes.’ They dressed in a hurry, and found that 
every one in the house but themselves had fled already. 
The door stood open ; on the landing crushed the tenants 
from the flats above, men and women in a state of horror, 
fighting like brutes for their safety. The staircase rang 

140 


DHE! FLERE 


with cries—the sobbing of women, the whimper of bairns, 
and at the foot a doorway jammed. Frantic to find them- 
selves caught like rats, and the sound of the crackling fire 
behind them, the trapped ones elbowed and tore for escape, 
and only the narrowness of the passage kept the weaker 
ones from being trampled underfoot. All this Macdonald 
could define only by the evidence of his ears, for the stair 
was wholly in pitch darkness. 

“ By God! we'll burn alive!” said Jaunty Jock, every 
shred of his manhood gone, and trembling like a leaf. 
Their door was in a lobby recessed from the landing—an 
eddy wherein some folk almost naked drifted weeping to 
find themselves helpless of getting farther. ‘‘ Where’s the 
fire?’ asked Macdonald from one of them, and had to 
shake him before he got an answer. 

“Two landings farther up,” said the fellow, ‘‘in Lord 
Duthie’s flat.” 

“Lord Duthie’s flat !’’ cried Macdonald; ‘‘ and is he 
safe ?”’ 

““He’s never hame yet; at least, I never heard him 
skliffin’ on the stair, but his dochter cam’ back hersel’ frae 
the assembly.” 

“Ts she safe ? ”’ asked Macdonald. 

““ Wha’ kens that ?” replied the man, and threw himself 
into the stair, the more able now to fight because of his rest 


in the eddy. 
“It looks gey bad for your runaway match, Jock,”’ said 
Macdonald. “‘ Here’s a parcel of the most arrant cowards. 


My God, what a thin skin of custom lies between the 
burgess and the brute beast. That poor lass! It’s for 
you and me, Jock, to go up and see that she’s in no greater 
danger than the rest of us.” 

He spoke to deaf ears, for Jock was already fighting for 
his place among the crowd. His cousin did the same, but 
with another purpose: his object was to scale the stair. 
He pushed against the pressure of the panic, mountains 
were on his shoulders, and his ribs were squeezed into his 
body as if with falling rocks. His clothes were torn from 
his back, he lost his shoes, and a frantic woman struck him 
on the face with the heavy key of her door that with a house- 
wife’s carefulness she treasured even when the door it was 
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meant for was burned, and the blood streamed into his 
eyes. 

te was still in the dark of the stair; the fire at least 
was not close enough to stop his mounting, so up he felt 
his way in a hurry till he reached Lord Duthie’s flat. A 
lobby that led to the left from the landing roared with 
flame that scorched him; a lobby on the right was still 
untouched. He hammered at the only shut door but got 
no answer, plied the risp as well with the same result, then 
threw it in with a drive of the shoulders. He gave a cry 
in the entrance and, getting no response, started to go 
through the rooms. At the third the lady sat up in 
her bed and cried at the intruder. ‘‘ The land’s on fire, 
ma’am,”’ said he quietly in the dark. 

‘Fire!’ she cried in horror. ‘‘ Oh, what shall I do? 
’ Who are you?” 

** Barrisdale,”’ said he, remembering his réle and deter- 
mined to make this his last appearance in it. ‘‘ You 
have plenty of time to dress, and I’ll wait for you on the 
landing.” 

He went out with a sudden project in his mind, ran down 
the stair with its litter of rags and footwear and found it 
almost vacant, the obstruction at the bottom being cleared. 
“Take your time, my friends,”’ said he, “‘ there’s not the 
slightest danger ; the fire will not get this length for half 
an hour yet.” 

His cousin came back frem the crush. ‘‘ As sure’s death, 
I’m glad to see you and sorry I never bided,’’ said he. 
“You never came on her ; I knew very well she must have 
got out at the outset.” 

“Indeed!” said Barrisdale. ‘‘As it happens, she’s 
yonder yet, and I had the honour to wake her; I fancy 
she’s taking her hair from the curl-papers at this moment. 
You never had a better chance of getting credit for a fine 
action very cheaply. It was in the dark I wakened her ; 
I told her I was Barrisdale and would return when she was 
dressed. You may go back to her.” 

“Man, I wouldn’t mind,” said the cousin ; ‘‘ but what’s 
the object ? ’’ he added suspiciously. 

“Only that I’m tired of being Barrisdale to suit you. 
If you like to be Barrisdale and carry your own reputation, 
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you'll have the name of saving her life—one thing at least 
to your credit that'll maybe make her forget the rest. 
With a creature so romantical, I would not wonder if it 
came to the runaway match after all.” 

“ Faith, I'll risk it,” said Jaunty Jock, and ran up the 
stair. He came down with the lady on his arm, and took 
her to a neighbour’s. 

“And did you confess to your identity ?”’ asked his 
cousin when they met again. 

“T did,” he answered gloomily. 

“Surely she did not boggle at the Barrisdale; I was 
certain it would make little odds to a lady of her character.” 

“Oh, she was willing enough, but it’s not a match,” said 
Jaunty Jock. “‘ After this, I’ll always see the mask off 
first ; she had a worse nose than yourself ! ”’ 
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Or the half-dozen men of Mid-Argyli condemned on one 
account or another for their part in the Rebellion, the last, 
and the least deserving of so scurvy a fate, was young John 
Clerk of Pennymore. He had been out in the affair more 
for the fun of the thing than from any high passion of 
politics ; he would have fought as readily for the Duke as 
for the Young Pretender if the Duke had appealed to him 
first ; he was a likeable lad to all who knew him, and the 
apple of his mother’s eye. 

The hanging of young John Clerk seemed at the time 
all the more harsh a measure since he was not charged 
directly with rebellion, but with being actor or art and 
part in the death of the Captain of Clonary, who was shot 
on his way from Culloden by a gang of lurking Jacobites 
of whom the lad was one, and maybe innocent. The 
murderers scattered to the mist and to the sea. For six 
years Clerk sequestered in the land of France, and was 
caught at last in a tender filial hour when he had ventured 
home to see his folk. A squad of the Campbells found 
him skulking in the wood of Pennymore on the very 
afternoon of his return ; he had not even had the time to 
see his people, and the trinkets and sweetmeats he had 
meant for his mother were strewn from his pockets among 
the bracken as he was being dragged before the Lords. 

They looked at him—these dour and exigent gentlemen 
—with eyes that held no pity, not men at all for the nonce, 
but bowelless, inexorable legal mechanism ; and Elchies, 
squeaking like a showman at a fair, sentenced him to the 
gallows. 

“John Clerk,” he said, ‘‘ you have had an impartial 
trial; you have been defended by an able advocate, who 
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has made the most of a wretched cause; the jury has 
found you guilty as libelled, and it only rests with this 
court to pronounce sentence accordingly. You may yet, 
during the brief period you have to live, best serve your 
country and your friends by warning them against those 
pernicious principles which have brought you to this 
ee. end, and may the Lord have mercy on your 
soul ! ”’ 

Then the doomster declared doom—that young John 
Clerk be handed over to the Sheriff-Depute, hanged by 
the neck on the burgh gibbet at Creag-nan-caoraich on 
the 5th September, and thereafter left for a time in chains. 

The lad made a bow to his judges, gave a last quick, 
eager glance about the court to assure himself his parents 
were not there, and then he was hurried down the trap-door 
to the cells. 


There was still a month to go before the day of execu- 
tion, and the Clerks of Pennymore—the proud and bitter 
dame and her pious husband—scoured the shire in search 
of sympathetic gentlemen of influence, and forswore sleep 
itself in their efforts to secure reprieve. They seemed, 
poor souls! miraculous in their great endurance, singly 
or together tramping here and there on a quest no neigh- 
bour dared to share, tragic to see upon the highway, 
horrible to hear at midnight when their cart went rumbling 
through the sleeping clachans. Sympathy was plentiful, 
but influence was shy, and the hopes of Pennymore were 
narrowed at last to Campbell of Lochgair, a lawyer him- 
self, with the ear of His Grace and the Crown authorities. 

Lochgair, more, as it strangely seemed, for the sake of 
the peevish dame than for her husband’s, promised his 

_active interest, and almost guaranteed release, and in the 
latter days of August went to Edinburgh to wait on 
the Lord Advocate, who was Prestongrange. It was the 
year of the stunted corn—1z752—and never in the memory 
of man had been such inclement weather. The seas would 
seem to have forgotten the ways of peace ; the glens were 
flooded, and the Highlands for a space were cut off from 
the Lowland world, and in a dreary privacy of storm. 
So the days passed—for most folk as if Time itself were 
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bogged among the mire—for the man and wife in Penny- 
more as the flap of wings. They longed each evening for 
the morrow since it might bring welcome news, and yet 
they grudged the night and looked with terror on the dawn, 
since it brought the horrid hour a vigil closer. 

And there were no tidings from Lochgair ! 

“T might have known! I might have known !—a 
traitor ever, like his clan!’ cried the mother, all her 
patience drained to the bitter dregs, wringing her hands 
till the blood came to the knuckles. ‘‘ Lochgair will see 
the laddie hanged, and never jee his beaver. Too well I 
know his promises! We're here forgot, the pair of us, and 
all the world sleeping sound, no way put about at the 
thought of young John Clerk. Deserted of men! deserted 
of men!”’ and her cry rose like a dirge in their lonely 
dwelling. 

‘“But not of God and His grace,” said her husband, 
shrinking before the fury of her eye. ‘“‘I have trusted 
Lochgair in this with all my heart, and he cannot betray us. 
He knows that his breath 1s all that lies between our laddie 
and eternity.”’ 

‘Oh, trust!’ she hissed. ‘‘I ken the man; but I 
have trusted too, this fortnight, till my very heart is rent, 
yet God Himself cannot put off the 5th September.” 

“Yea, even that, if it be His will; our times are in 
His hands,”’ said the pious husband, and turned him 
again to his Bible. But the woman’s doubts were justified, 
and on the morning of the day before their son should 
perish, they yoked the horse and drove in the cart to the 
burgh town to see him for the first time in the cell he had 
shared with some doomed sheep-stealers. 

Six miles lay between their home and the tolbooth gates, 
and yet it was in pitch-black night they came to the con- 
fines of the burgh, for they dreaded the pitying eyes of 
men and women. And all the way the woman fondled 
something in her plaid. They saw, afar, and few, and 
melancholy, wan lights in the burgh lands, blurred by the 
weeping rain ; and at this spectacle—which told them the 
world went on its ordinary way and thought of breakfast, 
while their lad sat counting the hours, and they were 
engaged with misery—the man put his hand on the 
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woman’s shoulder with a grip of steel, and she gave the 
last sob that was ever heard from her. For ever after she 
was a woman made of stone. The horse, as if it shared 
their feeling, stopped on the highway, reared itself in terror 
of something unseen, and snapped its belly-band, and the 
cart stood still under heaving beeches whose windy 
branches filled the dark with noise and cried down the 
very waves which roared on Creag-nan-caoraich. 

The man jumped from the cart and fumbled with the 
harness, to find that further progress, wanting a girth, 
was not to be contemplated. 

“* T will walk into the town,” he said, “‘ and get a rope, if 
you sit here till I return. You will not mind my leaving 
you, Margaret ? ” 

“Mind!” she exclaimed with bitterness; ‘‘I have 
learned my lesson, and there is no more to mind.”’ But 
she fondled the thing concealed in her plaid, and her man 
walked quickly towards the wan lights of the tenements, 
leaving her all alone. 

For a moment only she heard his footsteps, the sound 
of them soon lost in the din of nature—the uproar of the 
forest trees, whose ponderous branches creaked; the 
wind, canorous, blowing between the mountains; the 
booming crepitation of the sea upon the rocks. And yet 
no sense of solitude depressed her, for her mind was 
occupied by one triumphant thought—that young John 
Clerk should at least be spared the horror and shame of a 
public execution. 

She had drawn, at first, the drenched plaid over her 
head to shield her and shut her in from the noise of 
tempest ; but her hands in a little while were so busily 
engaged with her secret possession that the tartan screen 
at last rolled back on her shoulders, and she was aware of 
another sound than those of nature—the near, faint 
clang of chains. It was scarcely audible, but unmistakable 
—the beat of a loose end of iron links against wood, some- 
where above her head, as she sat in the cart by the side of 
Creag-nan-caoraich. She stared up into the darkness and 
saw nothing, then stood to her feet and felt above her 
with trembling hand. 

Her fingers searched along a beam with a rope attached 
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to it, whose meaning flooded to her brain with a gush that 
stunned ; she touched a dead man’s feet ! and the pitiless 
clouds that had swept all night across the heavens heaved 
for a moment from the face of the reeling moon, and she 
saw the wretch upon the gibbet ! 

““My son! my son!”’ she screamed till the rocks and 
trees gave back the echo, and yet the distant lights of the 
burgh town glowed on with unconcern. 


Her cries had ceased ; she was sunk in a listless torpor 
in the bottom of the cart when her man returned in a 
state as wretched as her own, running with stumbling feet 
along the rutted highway. 

“My God! my God!” said he, ‘I have learned of 
something dreadful ! ” 

‘“‘T have learned it for myself,” said his wife. ‘‘ You’re 
a day behind the fair.” 

“Not one day, but eleven of them,” said her husband, 
hardly taking her meaning. “It is the fifteenth of Sep- 
tember, and I’m so fearful of the worst. I dared not rap 
at a door in the town and ask.” 

“ The fifteenth of September,” she repeated dully ; “ we 
have not slept so sound this month back that we could miss 
a fortnight. Have you lost your reason ? ”’ 

“T have seen a placard put up on the mercat cross,’’ said 
her husband, with his brow upon the horse’s back. “I 
read it in the light of the tolbooth windows, and it tells that 
the Government have decreed that, the day after Sep- 
tember 2nd should be September 14th. Eleven days are 
dropped ; it is called—it is called the Gregorian Calendar, 
and I have forgotten about the rope.” 

The woman harshly laughed. 

“Are you hearing me, Margaret ?”’ he cried, putting 
up his arms to seize her, feeling some fresh terror. 

“Gregorian here, Gregorian there!’’ she exclaimed. 
“Whose Calendar but the cursed Campbells’, who have 
bonnily diddled me of my son! Our times are in God’s 
hands, you said; you are witness now they are in the 
devil’s !” 

‘ But it may be I was right, and that this is our Father’s 
miracle ; John could not be—could not die but on the day 
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appointed, and no such day, it seems, was on the Calendar, 
But I dared not ask, I dared not ask ; I was dumfounded 
and ran to you, and here I am even without the rope.” 

Again the woman harshly laughed. 

“ You need not fash about the rope, goodman,” said she ; 
“at your very hand is plenty for your purpose, for there 
my son is, young John Clerk, and he hangs upon the tree.” 

The woman would not put a hand upon the body. 
Without her aid her husband lowered the burden from the 
gibbet, laid it in the cart and covered it with his plaid ; and 
when a girth for the horse had been improvised from a part 
of the shameful halter, the two of them turned for home, 
walking side by side through the dawn that now was 
coming, slow and ashen, to the east. 

The man was dumb, and walked without volition, 
wrestling with satanic doubts of a Holy Purpose that had 
robbed him of his son with such unnecessary and ghastly 
mockery ; the woman cuddled her cold secret in her 
bosom, stared glassily at the coming day, and for a time 
let fury and despair whirl through her brain like poison 
vapours, 

“‘T will never rest,’ she cried at last, “ till Lochgair has 
paid the penalty for this trick upon us. My laddie’s death 
is at his door!” 

Her man said nothing, leading the horse. 

“ At his door!” she cried more vehemently. ‘ Are you 
hearing me? He has slain my son in this shameful way 
as surely as if he had tied the rope himself.” 

Her husband made no answer; he found in her words 
but the thought of one for the time demented, and he 
walked appalled at the chaos into which the precious 
edifice of his faith had tumbled. Rudely she plucked his 
_ arm and screamed in his ear— 

“What will you do to Campbell ? ” 

“To Campbell? ”’ he repeated vaguely. “‘ God forgive 
him his false hopes and negligence, but it was not he who 
condemned our son.”’ 

“ But for him,” said the woman, ‘‘ my son would have 
died like a gentleman, and not like a common thief.”’ 

‘I do not understand,” said her husband blankly. 

“No, you never understand,’’ she sneered, ‘“‘ that was 
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ever your failing. Do you think that if I had not the 
promise of Lochgair, I should let my laddie die upon the 
gallows? The first of his race! the first of his race! I 
had brought with me his pistol that he might save himself 
the scandal of the doomster’s hand,” and she took the 
weapon from her bosom. 

Her husband looked at it, grasped at once the Spartan 
spirit of her scheme, and swithered between chagrin that 
it had been foiled, and shame that the sin of self-slaughter 
should for a moment seem desirable. 

“ Oh, Margaret!” he cried, “ you terrify me. Throw 
that dreadful weapon in the sea,’’ and he made to take it 
from her, but she restored it to her plaid. 

‘No, no,” she cried, “ there may be use for it 

“Use for it!’ he repeated, and she poured into his ear 
the torrent of her hatred of Lochgair. “‘ He could have 
won my laddie off,’’ she said ; “‘ we had his own assurance. 
And if we had not put our trust in him, we would have gone 
to others—Asknish or Stonefield, or the Duke himself—the 
Duke would have had some pity on a mother.” 

“ Lochgair may have sore deceived us,” said her husband, 
“yet he was but an instrument ; our laddie’s doom was a 
thing appointed from the start of Time.” 

“Then from the start of Time you were doomed to slay 
Lochgair.” 

“What! I?” quo’ he. 

“One or other of us. We are, it seems by your religion, 
all in the hands of fate and cannot help ourselves. Stand 
up like a man to this filthy Campbell, and give him the 
bullet that was meant for a better man.” 

“You are mad, goodwife,’’ said her husband; “I 
would shed no man’s blood.” 

““T speak not of men,” said she, ‘ but of that false fiend 
Lochgair who has kept us on the rack, and robbed Time 
itself of a fortnight to make his clan diversion. Oh, man! 
man! are you a coward? Challenge him to the moor ; 
remember that at the worst my son who lies in the cart 
there could have died in decency and not at the doomster’s 
hand if Lochgair had not misled us——’”’ 

“Woman !”’ cried her husband, “‘ get behind me!’ and 
took refuge in a gust of mumbled prayer. 
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They were now upon the Kenmore shore where the sea 
came deep against the rocks ; no living soul had met them 
on their passage down the coast with their disgraceful 
burden, and alarmed at the prospect of encounter with any 
curious wayfarer, they drew the cart behind a thicket, to 
let an approaching horseman pass without his observation. 
Far off they heard the clatter of his horse’s hoofs, and while 
yet he was a good way distant the questing eye of the 
woman saw he wore a beaver hat, and a familiar coat with 
silver buttons ! 

“Look! look!” she cried, “‘ here comes the very man, 
delivered to our hands.” 

“T will not touch him! I will not touch him!” said 
her husband, cowering behind the bushes. 

“Then will I!’’ said she, and drew the pistol from her 
breast, and her husband wrestled with her for the weapon. 

Lochgair in a furious haste came galloping, his vision 
engaged on the road before him, and would have swept on 
his way unnoticing the cart, its burden, or attendants, but 
for the altercation in the thicket. He checked his horse, 
turned round on the saddle, and peered among the branches, 
where the husband, breathing hard, had got possession of 
the weapon. 

“He has slain my son, but I will spare him,” said 
the husband, and the woman put her mouth against his 
ear. 

“No son of yours,” she whispered, “ that is the curse of 
it !—but his own! ”’ 

“My God!”’ cried her husband, and fired at the horse- 
man’s breast. He fell like a sack of oats on the roadway, 
and his horse flew off among the brackens. 

For a while the world seemed in aswound. Inaswound 
_ the waves lapped up against the rocks; in a swound the 
leafage moved ; in a swound the sea-birds cried, and the 
man and woman, desperate, sought to hide the evidence 
of their crime. They turned the dead man over on his 
back, emptied his pouches, filled his clothes with stones, 
then threw him, with the pistol, in the sea. 

“Home! home!’’ the wife commanded, placing the 
dead man’s papers in her plaid, and she walked, without 
remorse, by the side of her whimpering man, to Pennymore. 
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She stirred the embers of the fire, and one by one destroyed 
the dead man’s documents, until the very last, and that 
she glanced at horror-stricken, for it was her son’s reprieve ! 

With a scream she rushed outside and turned her hus- 
band’s plaid from the face of the dead man in the cart— 
and it was not young John Clerk ! 
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Tuis Highland country is so peaceful and content, its folk 
are so staid in welldoing, property is so safe, and the human 
passions—at least the more savage of them—are kept so 
strictly in control, that most of us forget how lately we 
rose from the rude condition of nature. It is really but 
a brief span of years that separates us from our fathers 
who slept with an ear to the heather, hunted in the forests 
for their very lives, fought in stupid causes as heartily as 
we go football-playing, or forayed over narrow borders 
into parts of the country distinguished from their own but 
by a difference in the colour of the tartan. Who thinks of 
the ancient cateran fire smouldering under a frock-coat, 
or would imagine that the cry of ‘ Cruachan !”’ in the ears 
of a quiet and prosperous sheep-farmer at a country fair 
will sometimes splash deep in the wells of his being, and 
stir up the red ghosts of war and vengeance that have not 
walked for generations? I have seen that marvel often, 
though always with new astonishment. I can amuse 
myself sometimes by saying one word of great meaning to 
the members of a family that has not broken the law since 
the year 1745, and see, in a moment, bitterness where 
‘ before was indifference, anger in the gentlest girls, and in 
their brothers a hate almost as unreasoning and hot as 
that of Cain. A flash—just one flash of the spirit that we 
do not control, but with no consent of the flesh—and then 
they will laugh at their own folly. 

It was some such flame of the ancient elemental pas- 
sions, doubtless, that accounted for the transgression of 
Macaulay, the factor of the Captain of Kilree—an out- 
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break of the Islands that I think has had no parallel in 
the annals of Scotland for more than a hundred years. I 
did not know Macaulay in his prime. When I was a boy 
he was an ancient, bent, and spiritless man, with a 
singularly devout reputation, and a grim, humorsome 
Lowland wife; but everybody round the countryside 
knew his story, and we boys used to look at him from 
afar off, amazed, admiring, and half-incredulous, like 
children who have heard tales of giants who could stride 
from hill to hill, and have at last been taken to see one in 
a show. In his shabby green business suit of broadcloth 
and beaver hat, or leaning on his cane at the church gate, 
with snuff strewn down his waistcoat, there was nothing 
at all about his personality to suggest the terrific and 
romantic. Maybe, as our elders used to say, the nose did 
hint at the eagle, the flaring nostril say something of the 
morning sniffed suspiciously among alders where the 
skulker hid, a certain twitch of the bushy eyebrows express 
a fearful soul that one time stood alone on hill-tops and 
saw the whole visible world its enemy ;} but to our vision, 
at least, the man was “‘ done,”’ as we say, and by his look 
might have been a prosperous weaver in the decline of 
ears. 

Yet he had an experience, the narration of which by 
our elders gave him the glory of Rob Roy to our imagina- 
tions. He had, in a sublime hour of his life, burst the 
bonds that make some of us fret in the urging weather of 
spring, that most of us chafe at in childhood, when the 
old savage wakes and cries, but grow at last to tolerate 
and even cherish; and he had taken the world for his 
pullow—as the Gaelic phrase goes—and short of the vital 
blood of man had dipped in the early sins, 


Ik 


ALEXANDER MACAULAY was his name; in the common 

conversation of the people he was known as Alasdair Dhu, 

or Black Alick, for till he was nearly seventy his hair was 

hke the bramble-berry. Of his forebears in the island 

everybody knew; they had owned Kincreggan for at 
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least five hundred years, until, in his grandfather’s time, 
they were proscribed and rendered fugitive, made Children 
of the Mist, nameless vagabonds frequenting desolate 
straths, making uneasy beds on hunted moors, their home 
reft from them more by the quirk of the law than by 
valour, and the walls of it grown with nettle and fern on 
the verge of the forest of Kilree. Himself he had been 
brought up far apart from the scenes of his cateran family, 
in a decent humdrum fashion in the Low Country, where he 
had studied the law, and whence he had come to his 
native isle a writer. Silent, they said of him—silent and 
dour, except in congenial company, when his laugh was 
as ready as any one’s, and his sense of a joke singularly 
shrewd. Just a plain, douce, decent lawyer body, given 
pedantically to the quotation of Latin maxims affecting 
his profession ; married, as I have said, to a Lowland 
wife ; his business comfortable, bringing him much about 
the Islands in boats and gigs. He was “ doer ’’—which is 
to say, man of business, or agent—for several of the most 
notable families in the shire in his later years ; but at the 
time I speak of he was factor for Kilree alone. 

When I have added that he was forty years of age when 
he had his odd relapse, could sing a fine bass to the Psalm- 
ody on a Sabbath, was great for books, and thought no 
hour of the day so happy as when he could get into his 
slippers and his feet on the fender, and drink a dish of 
tea—a beverage for which he had a passion many men 
have for wine—I have summed up all that was apparent 
to his neighbours in the character of Alexander Macaulay. 
And yet they left out a great part of the real Macaulay in 
their estimate of the factor of Kilree. 

It happened on a dirty wet day in the month of May 
that Kilree the Captain himself was on the island, and 
came to Macaulay’s office to consult regarding some im- 
provements—as he esteemed them—that he had for long 
contemplated on the inland side of his estate. He was in 
the Army, a good and gallant soul, young and sentimental, 
with what is even now common enough in the Highlands 
and Islands, a great regard for old romantics. 

“ And I start at once to put the fence from Cairn Dearg 
to Carsaig,”’ said he by-and-by, carelessly walking up and 
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down Macaulay’s room, and looking through the window 
at the sea-birds flying noisily along the shore. 

The lawyer gave a little start in his arm-chair, and upset 
a bottle of red ink. It was dripping from the desk to his 
knees, and he hurriedly swept his hand across the stream 
of it, then dashed the flood with sand. ‘‘ To Carsaig, did 
you say?’ he asked, taking up his penknife in his red- 
dened hand and nervously starting to shape a quill. 

“ Yes,” said the Captain, suspecting nothing. “‘ Time’s 
slipping past, and I’m determined to put off no longer 
carrying out my father’s old notion of having the fence 
as far as the two rivers.” 

“And what about Kincreggan ?”’ asked the lawyer, 
suddenly grown the colour of clay, but sitting still at his 
desk, his eyes on his reddened hand, some strange freak 
of the fancy, as he used to say in after years, filling his 
head with the salt scent of blood. Kincreggan, his people’s 
home before they were broken, and tenants of the mist 
alone, was in a little glen of Carsaig. In his mind in a 
moment he saw it perched above its waters, empty and 
cold and grey, with only memory under its rotting 
rafters. 

“Oh, Kincreggan! Damn Kincreggan!”’ said the 
Captain, quite forgetting that ever a Macaulay was bred 
there. ‘‘ Kincreggan comes down, of course; I’m going 
to put a shepherd’s cottage there.”’ 

“What! you will pull down Kincreggan House,” cried 
the lawyer, jumping to his feet so suddenly that his chair 
upset behind him. “ Kincreggan!’’ he repeated, with a 
kind of whimper ; and the Captain turned sharply round 
at the strangeness of the cry, and saw another man than 
his customary factor—a fellow all thong in every sinew 
of his neck and face, his hair tossed on his temples, his 
arms strained back, and a bloody hand clenched, his whole 
body stiff as if he were about to spring. And his eyes 
were wells of fire. 

“Good God! what cat-a-mountain have I here in 
Alasdair Macaulay ?”’ thought the Captain, startled, and 
then remembered whose Kincreggan had been. 

“ Kincreggan!’’ said the lawyer again, and followed 
with a phrase of the Gaelic language that he had never 
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been known to speak since he left the island, a child, for 
Edinburgh. 

“ Upon my word,” said the Captain, “ but I clean forgot 
the old connection! How was I to know my factor had 
the least objection? Come, come, Mr Macaulay, we 
cannot permit a foolish old sentiment about a ruin of 
stones to stand in the way of honest improvement. It is 
not as if Kincreggan was a castle or a cathedral. I have 
my own repugnances about spoiling old landmarks, but 
Kincreggan ! Come, come, Mr Macaulay, what 
scruple need there be about a place like yon! Beyond 
yourself there is not a single soul of the old breed left, and 
you never saw a fire in it—no, nor your father before you ! ”’ 

No miracle imaginable could have surprised him more 
than this—that a plain man of the law in broadcloth in a 
carpeted office, with a pile of black deed-boxes behind him, 
and the statutes of the land calf-bound on a shelf at his 
elbow, a pen in his hand, and a fob-chain dangling below 
his waistcoat, could have so remarkable a sentiment about 
an old ruin as these dramatics of his seemed to suggest. 

“Pooh! Mr Macaulay,” said he, “‘ ye need not make 
any fracas about it now, for Mackay has his orders, and 
starts at Kincreggan immediately ; the roof will be off 
in a day or two. And as for these silly clan sentiments, I 
have lost money by them ere this: I will let them influence 
me no more; I do not value them that, Mr Macaulay!” 
And so saying, he cracked his fingers in his factor’s face. 

Alasdair Dhu felt his blood boil in his head till his skull 
seemed like to burst ; the stain on his hand enlarged to a 
crimson cloud that filled the chamber, as he used in later 
years to say himself, and a strange roaring came into his 
ears. Suddenly he gave the cry of his clan, ran up against 
. Kilree, and with the penknife stabbed him in the bosom. 

Without a pause so little as to look at the victim of his 
frenzy, he passed quickly into his house, whereof his writing 
chamber was a part. His wife sat sewing. He looked at 
her with an ecstasy in his eyes: ‘‘I’m sick-tired of this,” 
cried he ; ‘‘ my grief! but I have been wasting time.” And 
so saying, he turned on his heel and ran out to the garden 
behind the house. Knowing nothing of the Captain’s 
state, she ran out after her husband, and saw him leap the 
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wall like a young roe. His clerk, a lad Macdonald, was out 
in the garden for peats for the office fire. ‘‘ Look at your 
master ! ”’ she cried, and together they watched the lawyer 
throw off his coat as he ran, and disappear at last in the 
fir planting on the other side of the road, whence it rose on 
the face of the hill. 

“What a caper!” she exclaimed. “Tut! tut !—he’s 
daft—clean daft! I always thought there was a lot of his 
grandfather, Ranald,in him. Andsuchaday! He'll get 
wet to the skin.” 


Thr. 


KINCREGGAN is in a cleft of the mountain where the River 
Glas is joined by the Water of Maam, its situation chosen 
with cunning for that purpose it used so well to serve. 
For weeks after the lawyer had ludicrously cast off his 
coat on the highway and disposed of his trews in the 
planting behind his office, and was seen making for Kilree 
forest wrapped ingeniously in a web of tartan filched from 
a weaver’s waulking-wicker, Kincreggan, for all the Isles, 
at least, was the most interesting place in the world. 
People quitted work, put on their Sabbath clothes, and 
came a long day’s journey to see it, not approaching it by 
the narrow pass that led to its front walls, but laboriously 
climbing the hills from whose tops they could in safety 
get a view of the old place where there had so suddenly 
flared up fires dead two hundred years. 

What they saw—all they could see—was a grey whin- 
stone tower built extraordinarily with its back against 
Cnoc Dearg, a red precipice hundreds of feet high, a gable 
and front to the very edge of the rock that hung over a deep 
dark pool made by the falls at the fork of the rivers, its 
main gable opening on the cattle-fold and the pass that 
gave the only entrance to Kincreggan. They saw a place 
as ill to storm as though it crowned a mountain, a place 
devised strictly for hours of war—but still a beautiful place, 
wherein a person of fancy might be content to dwell for 
ever as ina petty kingdom, the fish of the pool his, the birds 
that clucked or sang in the alder thickets round the fold 
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at the mountain foot, the deer that came down for the sun 
of the afternoon, the cattle that lowed in the pen. 

And Alasdair Dhu had the cattle! The people could see 
them plainly from the hill, and in certain puffs of the spring 
wind hear their gewmnaich—the sad complaint that High- 
land kyloes make on strange pastures, remembering the 
sweeter taste of the grassofhome. Thecattle were Kilree’s. 
They had gone from his hill at night as by magic, and in 
the morning they were in Kincreggan fold, where stolen 
herds were harboured before the old Macaulays went 
into the mist, and where there had not been a hoof in 
four generations. With the cattle, furthermore, went 
missing a number of muskets from the armoury of Kilree. 
Macaulay the lawyer was back at his forefathers’ 
business ! 

The first thing a man to-day would do in the like circum- 
stances would be to call for the police ; but even to-day, 
in the Islands, the police are rare and remote from Kilree, 
and at that time it was as ill to reach them as to reach 
St Kilda, even had there been no popular conviction that 
the civil law alone is all that a Highland gentleman can 
with propriety call into action. So Kilree for a while did 
nothing but nurse his wound, and Macaulay lurked in his 
fastness alone, no one—by the Captain’s orders—lifting 
a hand against him. But the stabbing of his master and 
the lifting of his bestial were only the start of his escapade, 
which became the more astonishing after his clerk, the lad 
Macdonald, out of Moidart, was sent to him on a curious 
mission. 

Macdonald was a fellow without fear, and it must be 
added, without brains either, otherwise he might never 
have done a thing that made all the Isles laugh at him when 
they heard later what he had carried, and another thing 
that bears out my premiss that the primitive man is 
immediately below a good many well-laundered modern 
shirts. 

“T think I could bring that madman of mine to his 
senses,” Macaulay’s wife said to the clerk one day. 

““The sooner the better, then,’’ said Macdonald, “ for 
there’s much to do before the rent collection.”” He spoke 
as if his master were only out upon a drinking-bout. 
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“Tf I just had him here for ten minutes!” said Mrs 
Macaulay. 

“You might—you might venture to go to Kincreggan 
and see him,” suggested the clerk. 

“‘T have more regard for my life,” said the woman. 
“ I’m ower much of the Lowlander to trust myself in a den 
with a mad Highlander—even if he’s my own man. _ For- 
bye’’ (here she smiled), ‘‘ forbye, I’ve tried it already. I 
have been twice at Kincreggan in the early morning, and 
he kept me fifty yards off the walls with his gun. But I 
would not care to have that mentioned in the place ; it’s 
perhaps as little to my credit as to his own. Oh, if I had 
him under this roof again for ten minutes, or could get a 


certain thing delivered in his hands ” She broke off, 
and looked into Macdonald’s face quickly as with an 
inspiration. 


“‘ What is it ? ’’ asked the clerk. 

“A little packet,” she replied ; ‘‘ just a small packet you 
could carry in your hand.” 

“ Buidseachas >—I mean witchcraft ? ’’ said Macdonald, 
who had brought a good many superstitions from Moidart. 

““ Well, well—in a way, a sort of witchcraft,’ she ad- 
mitted, with a smile. “It is part of a charm that wiles 
men from their wild ways.” 

“T don’t know but what I might risk taking it to him, 
then,”’ said Macdonald, and so it happened that that very 
evening he found himself challenged fifty yards from the 
wall of Kincreggan, with a pair of slippers wrapped care- 
fully in paper in his hands—nothing more. 

“What have you there, Macdonald ? ”’ cried the master, 
girning over the neck of a musket at his clerk, who shook 
on the edge of the river at the narrowest part of the pass. 

“T do not know,” was the lad’s answer, for indeed his 
knowledge of what he carried was due to his own curiosity 
and not to any information he had got from the lady who 
sent him. “I do not know; I was sent with it by your 
wife, Mr Macaulay.” 

‘“ Kincreggan, you mean,” corrected the factor, plainly 
determined on the old territorial honours. 

“ Kincreggan.”’ 


“ Drop it into the pool, then,” commanded the madman, 
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snuggling closer to his weapon, and Macdonald did as he 
was told. 

‘ Now come in and I will speak to you,” said Macaulay, 
and so the clerk got into Kincreggan, and however his 
master coaxed or cozened him, he stayed there. 

For some days after the cracking of guns was heard 
echoing for miles round the hollow of Kincreggan. That 
sent the island mad with an itching curiosity. On all the 
roads men and women travelled, and up the face of Ben 
Buidhe, to lie on the myrtle and look at Alasdair Dhu 
and his clerk shooting and fishing as in the fine free ancient 
days. It was no secret that many admired the outlaw ; 
his state of nature seemed so enviable compared with their 
own poor prosaic lives as fishers or shepherds, that he 
might have had recruits if he had been more accessible. 
The people were vexed for the Captain, it is true, but not 
so vexed that they could not admire the cleverness of the 
man who, bred in towns and brought up to the pen, had 
lifted the laird’s cattle as neatly as if he had tramped a 
lifetime through night and mist with his forebears. They 
got a new light upon society and its rights and wrongs, 
though they might not have the philosophy to explain it 
clearly ; they seemed to see that might was right at any 
time ; they searched themselves in vain to see wherein 
Macaulay and his clerk, possessing themselves of Mac- 
aulay’s ancient home and of things not made with hands, 
but nature’s gifts, were any worse than the long line of 
Kilree’s family that, ending in the Captain himself, had 
used cunning and contrivance to get and keep these things. 
It was said that a kind of fever went through the men 
when they saw the example of Macaulay, that they 
abandoned their common tasks awhile, and might, but 


-. for mothers and wives, have gone wholly wrong. 


The Captain was no sooner out of his doctor’s hands 
than he sent a corps of his workmen to expel the outlaws 
_ and pull down Kincreggan House. 

‘“By heavens!” he said, “I’m hardly angry at the 
fellow for his mischievousness; it takes so uncommon a 
form. He might have robbed me all these years decently 
like a man of business in quite another fashion far less 
interesting. It’s madness, of course, but it’s in a lot of 
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blood that runs very sluggishly in these parts nowadays. 
I sometimes have had a touch of it myself, so I’ll give the 
rogue law.”’ ’ i ; 

Up to Kincreggan, then, went his men with picks, and 
the first of them had only got round the bend of the pass 
when a bullet flew over his head and another close behind 
it. The lawyer and his clerk were determined to hold 
Kincreggan as Ranald More Macaulay had held it against 
the Captain’s grandfather ! 

Next the Captain himself went up, and reached as far 
as the wall of the fold where his own cattle were imprisoned. 
A cry stopped him at the wall, and he looked up to 
see the pieces of Macaulay and the lad directed at his 
breast. 

‘“A parley, Kincreggan!” he cried, slyly giving his 
late factor the honour. 

The lawyer was hard to recognise, so oddly had he 
changed from the shaven and well-put-on man of business 
who had plied an industrious quill but lately at a desk. 
A beard blackened his face; the pilfered web of tartan 
was belted round his loins into a kilt, with the end of it 
dragged round his shoulder for a plaid in the fashion of 
the age of Mar; a blue bonnet was scrugged down upon 
his brow, and on his feet, that used to enjoy the slippers of 
his own fireside, were cuarains—roughly-made moccasins 
of ox-hide with the hair still on them. It was, to the eye 
and imagination of the Captain, as if time and change 
had someway overlooked the shelter of Kincreggan in its 
mountain cleft, and there had remained in it, unknown 
and unsuspected, some eddying backwater of the wild old 
days. In faith, Macaulay in such an ancient polity had 
been a chief of chiefs ; he had it in his aspect and his mien. 
He stood against the crenels of a bastion, his whole figure 
revealed, an elbow on the stones and the musket balanced 
in his hands, a kind of lazy elegance in his attitude, ease 
and independence, health and pride. He looked at his 
old client as an eagle might look at a lamb, swithering 
whether he should swoop or stay still. The only thing to 
mar the dignity of the picture was the presence of his 
clerk in an angle of the wall besides him—still the ’pren- 
tice lawyer, doubtless even to the ink on the very finger 
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that hung on the trigger of the weapon with which he 
covered the Captain. 

“T will be giving you three minutes, Kilree,’ said 
Macaulay, ‘“‘to get the length of the boulder yonder on 
your way back. If I see so much as your heel after that I 
will shoot at it, and you will not escape with your life a 
second time.” 

“ That is very fine, and I’ll not deny it is picturesque,” 
said the Captain, “‘ but it’s a little out of date and a 
cursed folly. More than that, it’s robbery, to say nothing 
about the—the accident with the knife, and nowadays 
there’s admitted to be no grace about a robbery even 
committed in a kilt. It might be all very well for your 
grandfather and my own to fight like this over these 
walls, but ff 

““How did Kincreggan come into the hands of your 
family ? ’”’ interrupted the lawyer. 

““You have me there,”’ admitted the Captain, with a 
little awkward laugh. ‘‘ You have me there, and I’m not 
a lawyer to obscure the facts. Our folk fought yours for 
it, and having got it 4 

“‘ Well, the fighting was not finished,”’ said the outlaw ; 
““T have begun it again, and Kincreggan is Macaulay’s. 
Go back, Kilree, go back ; and if you come again, bring a 
coffin under your arm.” 

The Captain went, and it was the last he was to see of 
his factor till that stormy Lammas day when the outlaw 
came home. 

Macaulay roved the moors and forest while his clerk 
kept ward in their fortress. Stags fell to his gun, the best 
linns gave him fish. At the market in Marinish, over the 
ford on the other island, where the Captain’s clan was un- 
popular, Macaulay one day appeared at a cattle tryst 
and sold beasts the buyers did not inquire too closely 
about, and he replaced them in his fold with others lifted 
boldly from Kilree’s home farm on his way back from the 
market. Night and day he was watched for, but night or 
day either he or Macdonald was awake and waiting ; and 
more than once he was at the other end of the parish on 
some exploit while Kilree’s men kept an eye on the pass. 

He became the glory of his own island, and a toast at 
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fairs in all the Islands. ‘‘ Alasdair Dhu ”’ was the name on 
every lip; his wife shared his popularity, and people sent 
her gifts of sheep and fowl from as far as the mainland. 
And all she would say was, ‘‘ What a silly thing! An 
island of men against one man in a dream! If I had just 
had him here!” 


TV; 


Tue Captain, who had been with his corps in the Low- 
lands, came home, thought hard, and made a plan. “‘ If 
my factor is so fond of nature, I must fight him with that 
same,” he said, and for two weeks before Lammas he had 
every man in his service building a dam below the pass of 
Kincreggan. It was so clever a way of getting the better 
of Alasdair Dhu that the men who admired him most now 
turned most readily to spoil him. They cut down big firs 
on either side of the pass, so that the trees fell over and 
jammed between the cliffs. When the pile was high enough 
they backed it up with brushwood and turf till it looked 
like a lofty wall. 

“T’m thinking that will do now,” said the Captain 
when it was done. “‘ Let us have the first of the floods of 
Lammas, and you will see a rat come squealing from his 
hole.” 

When the dam was finished it was dry weather, the 
river at the pass a trickle ; but the Captain’s own luck was 
with him, for the very next day a storm burst on the 
Islands. He went to the top of Ben Buidhe, and joined 
the folk there who were looking down on Kincreggan, 
They saw a spectacle! The river, pit-black in its linns 
and cream-white in its falls, gulped down the narrow 
gorge as if all the waters of the world were hasting there ; 
the cliff above the keep was streaming, the path to the 
house was flooded, the cattle were belly-deep in the fold, 
and bellowed mournfully. Every minute saw the water 
perceptibly rise till it lay like a loch deep about Kincreg- 
gan House. By the time the gloaming came on the glen 
the water washed the lintels of the lower storey. 

“It’s a dour rat, by my troth!”’ said the Captain. “I 
thought we would have heard squealing by this time.” 
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He shook the rain from his plaid, and set off for home. 
Some say he was heedless of Macaulay’s fate ; others more 
plausibly argue that he knew very well Macaulay had 
friends on the hillside who would rescue him when the 
need arose, 

However it was Macaulay got out of his trap, he got 
out by himself, with his clerk behind him. The lad ran 
over the island, took a boat to Arisaig, and never came 
back again; the factor reached the door of his home at 
dark—an amazing figure in drenched and savage garments, 
with a dirk lying flat against the brawn of his bare arm. 
He burst upon his wife like a calamity, but she never 
blenched. The kettle hung upon its chain ; with a thrust 
of her foot she swung it over the fire, and rose to her feet 
to put a hand on the shoulder of her soaking lord. 

“Oh, Alick! come in, come in!” she said, and so 
mighty he looked and strange in the room that had known 
the decent lawyer, it seemed to her as if he filled it. The 
river ran from his garments, and when he moved, the 
hides on his feet sucked upon the flooring. 

“They tell me at Kilree the Captain is here,”’ he said, 
looking uplifted about him, keeping the blade of his 
weapon out of her sight. 

‘He is just come,”’ she answered, “‘ and is in front there, 
keeping your place for you.” 

A devilish satisfaction betrayed itself in Macaulay’s face. 
“JT have tasted life,’’ he said, stretching out his arms, and 
gloating, as it seemed, upon himself. ‘I have tasted life, 
and I would not change with kings! All the clan cries in 
me, and I am proud, proud! But there is one thing want- 
ing: I will make sure of him this time,” and saying that, 
he flourished the dirk and made for the door that led to 

‘his writing chamber. 

His wife gave a cry, and put herself before him. ‘‘ Oh, 
Alick !’”’ she said, as calm as she could be, “‘ you are very 
wet ; at least you will first of all put on dry hose and take 
a dish of tea,” pushing him gently at the same time towards 
his accustomed chair. He fondled his weapon, and sat in 
the humour of one who is willing to put off a pleasure that 
it may be greater by delay. She plucked the cuarains from 


his feet and put on him hose and slippers, all in a nervous 
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haste, and the slippers were no sooner on his feet than he 
shook himself, looked with disgust on his drenched tartan, 
and threw the dirk away. 

‘“‘My God!” said he ; “‘ what cantrip is this ? ” 

“ You will have a dish of tea,” said the wife, hurriedly 
preparing it ; and he wriggled his toes in the slippers and 
sat closer to the fire, cherishing its warmth with that 
accustomed manner he forgot the day he went astray. 
Again and again he looked at himself, and, sipping the 
tea, ‘‘ What a folly! What a folly!’ he would utter. 
‘“‘ What put such mischief in my brain? And we were over 
head and ears with business at the office! I must work 
night and day if I am to be ready for the rents. Young 
Macdonald, too! Tut, tut! the thing was fair ridiculous ! 
I’m black affronted. Flora, woman, haste ye and get my 
breeks ! ”’ 

The discarded broadcloth was put out ; he sheared and 
shaved himself before the glass till the wild man of the 
mountain was gone, and emerged the lawyer, then walked 
into his writing chamber. 

“Good evening, Captain,” he said briskly to his client, 
just as if he had been out for an airing. ‘‘ This has been 
a stupid business—a remarkably stupid business. I must 
crave your pardon. At such an inconvenient time, too! 
But I hope to make it up some way.” 

The Captain could scarcely trust his senses. He had 
risen to defend himself against the savage, and here was his 
sober man of business back ! 

“Well, it has been what might be called a fairly busy 
summer with us, Mr Macaulay,” said the Captain, at his 
wits’ end how to meet so curious a penitent. ‘‘ And I have 
eal got a twinge of your penknife in my breast now and 
then.” 

The factor’s face reddened. ‘‘ I declare, I’m affronted,”’ 
said he. ‘‘ With a penknife! Tut, tut !—a villainously 
silly weapon, Captain; and still it might have been a 
serlous enough thing for you. I’m beat to understand it ; 
some lesion of the brain, as the medical jurisprudists say ; 
I would never harm a cat, except durante furore—ift—if I 
deliberated on it. I have little doubt I’m the talk of the 
country—most annoying, most annoying! I should not 
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wonder if the profession made it the occasion of a complaint 
against me ; and if it come to that, sir, I hope I may look 
for your support ? ” 

He took up his penknife again—it still lay on his desk— 
and the Captain stood back from him abruptly, but hé 
need not have done so, for the lawyer was only going to 
sharp his pen, as benign and proper a man as ever charged 
a fee. His client did not know whether to laugh or storm. 
He felt like to laugh at the ludicrousness of the way 
Macaulay had returned to his senses; he felt anger with 
the unaccountable spirit which made the offender more 
perturbed about the figure he must henceforth cut in 
public than that he should for a summer have played the 
part of robber, and wellnigh been a murderer too. But the 
good humour of Kilree prevailed, and he laughed—a 
demonstration that but visibly increased Macaulay’s 


chagrin. 
“Tt is no laughing affair, I assure you—at least for me,” 
said he. ‘‘ Here I am six months behind with my work, 


and I doubt not all my correspondents furious.” 

““Mrs Macaulay and I between us have made shift to 
deal with the correspondence in your—in your holiday,” 
said the laird. ‘‘ The most serious thing, I’m thinking, is 
a drove of cattle sold by Alasdair Dhu at Marinish tryst ; 
I’m too poor a man to afford the loss of them.” 

‘“You will not lose a penny,” said Macaulay. ‘“‘I got 
the best of prices for them, and have the money now. It 
was an irregularity.” 

‘So one might call it,” agreed the Captain. 

“‘ Tt was an irregularity, a sudden craze. If I had been 
a man who drank it 

“You would probably have drowned the flame of folly 
‘long before now,” said the Captain, who sometimes took a 
dram. 

“A flame, exactly! Just a flame; no word better 
describes it. When you spoke of taking down that rotten 
den, I was for the time possessed. I can honestly tell you 
that a score of thoughts came sweeping through me that 
I never harboured for a second in my life before.”’ 

‘Nor had intruded on you before, eh, Macaulay ? ”’ said 
the Captain. 
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‘‘That—that is neither here nor there; if every man 
confessed the thoughts his better nature rejected we were 
all condemned for the gallows sooner or later.’’ 

“I must say I was looking for a little more contrition, 
“Mr Macaulay,” said the Captain. ‘‘ You'll allow the 
escapade was a little unusual, and not without some in- 
convenience to myself? You seem to take it in so odda 
spirit that I cannot be sure against a recurrence, I may 
tell you that I’m determined to have Kincreggan down— 
I can be as dour as yourself, you see—and though I might 
be prepared to fight the point of its ownership once in the 
old fashion, I cannot guarantee that I should be ready for 
that a second time.” 

“Not a word!” said Macaulay hastily. ‘‘ My position 
was ridiculous in law and equity. Ne dominta rerum stint 
incerta neve lites sint perpetue—even if your folk had held 
the place for only forty years instead of two hundred, your 
claim would be unassailable, as I’m prepared to contest in 
any court in the land. Kincreggan, Captain—pooh! I 
esteem the place so little that upon my word I would not 
grudge to put powder to it myself. And, if you will permit 
me, I’ll take my desk again.” 

Kilree rose from the lawyer’s seat with a chuckle, and 
Macaulay, indicating another, sank into his old chair with 
a sigh of satisfaction. 

‘IT would like to ask you one thing,’’ said the Captain. 
** How did it feel?” 

The lawyer flushed over his clean-shaven face and stared 
straight in front of him out of the window at the sea-shore 
with the wild gulls flying free. 

“T hope it is the last time so shameful an affair will call 
for reference,” he said ; ‘‘ but I'll tell you this, it was—it 
was an ecstasy! I would not have lost the experience for 
ten thousand pounds.” 

“Ho! ho!” said the Captain. 

“Nor have it again for twice ten thousand,” concluded 
the lawyer. 

“ And do you know this?” said the Captain, taking a 
grip of his arm and speaking softly into his ear. ‘‘ Do you 
we this ? By heavens, I envy you! What broke the 
spell ¢ 
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“IT know, but I’m not going to tell you,” said the lawyer 
shamefacedly. 

“Come, come! It is hardly worth while swallowing the 
rump and retching at the tail.” 

““ Between ourselves, then,” replied Macaulay, “‘ it was 
my slippers. That and an indifferent dish of tea. If my 
wife had not got me into my slippers, neither you nor I 
would be sitting so jocular here. The freedom of the 
mountains is not to be compared with a pair of dry hose 
and content beside the fire.” 

At that the Captain grimaced. ‘‘Tut!”’ saidhe. “I 
wish I had not asked you. I expected a miracle, and you 
give me only an epitome of civilisation.” 
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WanLock of Manor looked with a puckered face at the 
tiny jewel flaming in the hollow of his hand, and, for the 
hour forswearing piety, cursed the lamented Lady Grace, 
his sister, haut en bas, with all the fury of his bitter dis- 
appointment. The harridan had her revenge! Last 
night he dreamt her envoys by their wailings made the 
forest hideous; already amongst the Shadows of the 
monstrous other world she must be chuckling (if the 
Shades have laughter) through her toothless gums at the 
chagrin of her brother, for the first of the seven shocks of 
evil fortune had that moment staggered him, and he was 
smitten to the vitals in his purse and pride. 

The brooch, so wretchedly inadequate as consolation 
for the legacy he had long anticipated, had seemed last 
night as he peered at it with dubious eyes a bauble wholly 
innocent, and he laughed at its sinister reputation, which 
in a last vagary of her spiteful humour she had been at 
pains to apprise him of in a posthumous private letter. 
“Seven shocks of dire disaster, and the last the worst,”’ 
he had read in the crabbed writing of the woman who, even 
in prosperity, could never pardon him his luckless specu- 
lation with the money that was meant to be her dowry ; 
he had sneered at her pagan folly, but now the premon- 
stration bore a different aspect ; he was stunned with the 
news that his law-plea with Paul Mellish of The Peel was 
lost, and that the bare expenses of that long-protracted 
fight should cost him all that was left of his beggared 
fortunes. But that was not the worst of it, for Mellish, as 
in pity of a helpless foe, had waived his admitted claim to 
the swampy field which was the object of their litigation. 
The first blow, surely, with a vengeance ! 

For a moment Wanlock, now assured of some uncanny 
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essence in the jewel, thought to defend himself by its 
immediate destruction, and then he had a craftier in- 
spiration. He strode across the room, threw up the 
window-sash, and bellowed upon Stephen, his idle son, the 
spoiled monopolist of what love he had to spare. 

“You see this brooch ?”’ he said when the lad, with a 
grey dog at his heels, came in with a rakish swagger from 
his interrupted dalliance with the last maid (so to call her) 
left of Wanlock’s retinue. 

They looked at it together as it lay in the father’s hand 
—a garnet, cut en cabochon, smoothly rounded like a blob 
of claret by the lapidary, clasped by thin gold claws ; and 
the dog, with eyes askance, stood near them, wrapt in 
cogitations of a different world. Their heads went down 
upon the gem: they stared in silence, strangely influenced 
by its eye-like shape and sullen glow, that seemed to come 
less from the polished surface than from a cynic spirit 
inward, animate. It had the look of age: had glowed on 
the breasts of high-scarfed dandies, pinned the screens on 
girlish bosoms flat now in the dust, known the dear 
privacies of love and passion, lurked in the dusk of trea- 
suries, kept itself unspotted, indifferent, unchanged 
through the flux of human generations. Lord! that men’s 
lives should be so short and the objects of their fashioning 
so permanent ! 

“It may be braw, but it’s no’ very bonny,’ at the last 
quo’ Stephen Wanlock. 

“I want ye,” said his father, “to take it now with— 
with my assurance of regard and—and gratitude to Mellish 
of The Peel. He has a craze for such gewgaws, with no 
small part of his money, they tell me, sunk in their 
collection. You can say it has the reputation of a charm.” 

Young Wanlock posted off on this pleasant mission, 
with a chuck below the chin for the maid in passing ; and 
his father, walking in the afternoon between the dishevelled 
shrubberies of his neglected policies, felt at times amid the 
anguish of his situation a soothing sense of other ills 
averted and transferred to one whom now he hated worse 
than ever. 


It seemed next day as if the evil genius dwelling in the 
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jewel wrought its purpose with appalling expedition. 
Something is in the air of our haunted North whose 
beaked sea promontories cleave the wind and foam, that 
carries the hint of things impending to all who have boding 
fears or hateful speculations, and Wanlock knew some 
blow had fallen on his enemy while yet there were no 
human tidings. The pyots chattered garrulous as women 
on the walls; the rooks that flew across the grey storm- 
bitten country were in clanging bands, possessed of 
rumours which they shared at first with the careering 
clouds alone, for men are the last of all created things to 
learn of their own disasters. 

He went eagerly out and came on other harbingers. 
A horseman galloped down the glen—‘‘ The Peel! The 
Peel!’’ he cried, as he thundered past with his head 
across his shoulder—‘“‘ They have broken The Peel!” 
A running gipsy with a mountain of shining cans a-clatter 
on his back skulked into the wood as Wanlock came upon 
him, and harried forth by the dog, stood on the highway 
wildly protesting innocence. 

“Who blamed ye?” queried Wanlock. ‘‘ What has 
happened ? ” 

“I declare to my God I know nothing of it!” cried the 
man in an excess of apprehension, ‘‘ but The Peel, they 
say, was broken into through the night.’ 

“Ha! say ye so!” said Wanlock, kindling. “The 
wicked flee when no man pursueth: ye run gey fast, I 
think, for innocence,’ and he fixed a piercing gaze upon 
the wretch, who drew his hand across his throat and held 
it up to heaven. 

‘ But it is none of my affair—begone !”’ said Wanlock, 
and the gipsy clattered on his way. 

Wanlock leaned upon his cane, with the grey dog at his 
heels, and let the exultation of the tidings well through 
all his being. The woods were sombre round about him: 
silent and sad, bereft of voices, for it was the summer’s 
end, and birds were grieving their departed children. 
And yet not wholly still, the forest, for in its dark recesses 
something unexpressive moved and muttered. His joy 
ebbed out, his new mistrusts beset him; with a wave of 
the hand he sent the dog among the undergrowth, and when 
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it disappeared, there rose among the tangle of the wood 
an eerie call, indefinite, despondent, like a dirge. Had the 
land itself a voice and memory of a golden age of sunshine 
and eternal Spring, thus might it be lamenting. But still 
—but still twas not a voice of nature, rather to the ear of 
Wanlock like the utterance of a creature lost in some 
strange country looking for home and love. So call the 
fallen angels in the interspace, remembering joys evanished. 

A hand fell on the listener’s shoulder: he flinched and 
turned to look in the face of his daughter Mirren. 

“Have you heard the news ? ”’ she asked him, breathing 
deeply, with a wan and troubled aspect. 

He held up an arresting hand, and “ Hush!”’ he said, 


“there is something curious in the wood, ... Did ye 
not hear it ? Something curious in the wood. . . . In the 
wood. .. . Did ye not... did ye not hear it?”’ and 


his head sank down upon his shoulders; his eyes went 
questing through the columns of the trees. 

Again the cry rose, farther in the distance, burdened 
with a sense of desolation. 

“A bittern,” said Mirren ; “it can only be a bittern.” 

“Do ye think I have not thought of that? ’”’ asked 
Wanlock. ‘“‘ Have ye ever heard a bittern boom at this 
time of the year, and in the middle of the day ? ” 

“T have heard it once or twice at night of late,’’ said his 
daughter. “It can only be a bittern, or some other 
creature maybe wounded. Do you know that The Peel 
has been plundered? Last night the strong-room was 
broken into.”’ 

“ And robbed of the Mellish jewels ?”’ broke in Wan- 
lock, with exultant intuition. 

“Yes, and a great collection of antique gems entrusted 
-.to Mellish for the purpose of a monograph he was writing,” 
said the daughter. 

‘“A monograph ?”’ asked Wanlock, still with eyes bent 
on the wood from which the dog returned indifferent. 

“It is a book on gems he has been busy writing.” __ 

Wanlock sneered. “ A book !”’ said he. “I’m thinking 
he’d be better at some other business. I find, myself, but 
the one Book needful ; all the others are but vanity, and 
lead but to confusion. And he was pillaged, was he ? 
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Well, there’s this, it might have been a man who could 
afford it less, for Mellish was the wealthiest in the shire.”’ 

‘But now he is the poorest,” said the girl with pity. 
‘T’m told it means his utter ruin.” ; 

‘There’s the money of the Glasfurd girl to patch his 
broken fortune with ; they’re long enough engaged if the 
clash of the countryside be true,” said Wanlock, and his 
daughter blenched, while the wailing cry rose up again 
beyond the fir-tops on the moorland edge. 

Wanlock stood confused a moment, then seized her by 
the arm. ‘‘ Would ye have me vexed for him ? ”’ said he. 
‘‘Now I—with your permission—look upon it as a dis- 
pensation. If Mellish is ruined, Dreghorn is the richest 
man in the countryside and the better match for you ay 

“Dreghorn !”’ cried the girl with scorn. ‘‘ He danced 
at my mother’s wedding—a cankered, friendless miser ! ”’ 

““ And now he’ll dance at yours! There have been men 
more spendthrift, I’ll admit, but you’re not a Wanlock 
if in that respect ye could not teach him better. He was 
at me again for ye yesterday: fs 

Mirren put her fingers in her ears ; she was used to these 
importunities ; they had lately made her days and nights 
unhappy, and sent her fleeing like a wild thing to the hills, 
or roving with a rebel heart in all the solitary places of the 
valley. At any other hour this spirit would have made 
him furious; to-day he was elated at her news, and let 
her go. 


His joy, however, was but transitory. Searching with 
a candle late that evening through his wine-cellar among 
dusty bins whose empty niches gloomily announced the 
ebbing tide of that red sea of pleasure, or its fictitious wave, 
that had swept so high on ancient jovial nights to the 
lips of many generations of the guests of Manor, a yellow 
glint as from a reptile’s eye fastened upon him from a cob- 
webbed corner. He stared at it in horror and unbelief, 
closed in upon it with his guttering candle, warily, and 
found himself once more the owner of the brooch ! 

In the chill of the vault he felt, for a moment, the con- 
vulsion of a mind confronted with some vast mysterious 
power whose breath was loathsome, deathly, redolent of 
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dust and fraught with retribution, and fearing an actual 
presence, almost shrieked when the flame of his candle was 
extinguished in the draught of a slowly opening door. He 
stood all trembling, with the jewel in his hand: a mocking 
chuckle rose in the outer night : all the old eerie tales of 
childhood then were true! He heard approaching cautious 
footsteps ; a light was struck ; a taper flared, and he faced 
the ne’er-do-well, his son ! 

“ At the wine again, Stephen ?’’ he said with unspeak- 
able sadness, for indeed the lad had been the apple of his 
eye, and he knew too well his failing. 

““Not this time, father!’ said the son, with some 
effrontery in spite of his perturbation. ‘‘ There’s damned 
little left between us: we’re at the dregs of the old 
Bordeaux. I dropped—I dropped something last time I 
was here, I fancy, and I’m come to seek for it.” 

His father’s cheek in the daytime would have ashened : 
in the taper light it merely shook and crinkled colourlessly 
like a scum. He held the brooch out in his hand, and 
asked, “Is that it, Stephen?” in the simple phrase of a 
man with his last illusion shattered, and the son confessed. 

He had been shown to the strong-room when he carried 
the brooch to Mellish : the sight of its contents and all their 
possibilities of life and pleasure had fevered him with 
desire: he had returned in cover of night and plundered 
the treasure of The Peel. 

“Oh Lord!” cried Wanlock, ‘“‘ must I now pay teind 
to hell? ‘He that begetteth a fool doeth it to his own 
sorrow, and the father of a fool hath no joy.’ And where, 
my rogue, have ye put your plunder ? ” 

‘“ That is the worst of it,’’ said Stephen: ‘‘ you have it 
all there in your hand! It lay apart from the rest, and I 
put it in my pocket.” 

‘A liar, too!’ wailed Wanlock. 

“Tt is nothing but the truth,’ protested Stephen 
sullenly. ‘‘I was observed, whether by man or woman, 
beast or bogle, I cannot tell, but I heard the laugh at my 
elbow, and I ran. It pattered at my heels, and would 
have caught me if I had not dropped my burden in the old 
Peel well.” 

‘‘ And there let it lie and rot!” exclaimed his father. 
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“But you—oh, Stephen !—you to be the robber! and 
bring on me the second blow!” and the wine-vault rang 
with the blame and lamentation of a shattered man. 

The son was packed off on the morrow lest a worse thing 
should befall in a suspicion of his part in the fall of Mellish : 
his father paid the last penny of his available money for the 
journey to the south ; the search for the spoiler passed into 
other parts of the country, and was speedily abandoned. 
When the hue and cry had ceased, old Wanlock, professing 
to have found the brooch on the roadside, sent it back to 
Mellish, and waited with a savage expectation for another 
demonstration of its power. 

He had not long to wait. The very day on which the 
talisman was sent, the match of Mellish with the Glasfurd 
girl—as rich as she was proud, haughty, and ambitious— 
was broken off by one who could not bring herself to marry 
a beggared man, and the tale, by gossip amplified and ren- 
dered almost laughable, went round the parish like a song. 

’Twas Dreghorn brought the news to Manor—the 
ancient wooer. Wanlock broke a bottle of wine and made 
the occasion festival, but Mirren could not be discovered. 

Full of his plans, her father went that evening to her 
chamber at an hour when she should be bedded, and found 
with apprehension that although the door was barred the 
chamber held no tenant. He went outside in darkness 
lashed by rain, and to her open window: made his way 
within—and found the brooch upon her unpressed pillow ! 
It caught a flicker from the fire and shot a lance of light 
across the room. 

“My God!”’ cried Wanlock harshly, ‘oh, my God! is 
this himself, Mahoun ? ” and with the jewel burning in his 
loof, he turned to see his daughter, with a face of shame and 
fear, framed in the open window. She had, in other hours, 
a sweetness and a charm like sunny Highland weather, or 
like the little lone birds of the sea, or like an air of youth 
remembered ; but now arising from the outer night of 
misty exhalations, pallid against the background of the 
Manor trees, she seemed a blameful ghost. 

He dragged her to his feet : as she knelt and cowered, he 
stamped with brutal passion on her fingers, 

“Where have ye been ? ”’ 
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Her gallant spirit plucked her back from the edge of 
swound to which his cruel act had brought her : she looked 
without a tremor in his face, and the third blow fell when 
she told him she had been to Mellish. 

“ Mellish !’ he cried aghast, ‘‘ and, madam, what in the 
name of God have you to do with Mellish? He gave you 
this ?’’ And he pressed with a brutal thumb the fateful 
gem against her parted lips so sore it seemed to shed its 
juices like a berry. 

“T love him, and he has long loved me, and——”’ 

“What! and there was the Glasfurd woman !”’ 

“ He had never loved her, or only thought so at the first, 
and the freedom she has given him has more than made 
amends for his poverty. Father, J am going to marry 
him,” 

“Mellish! A ruined man! And you know my pact 
with Dreghorn ? ” 

“Your pact, father, but never mine: I should die first. 
It was the horrid prospect sent me to The Peel to-night. 
The thing is settled : he gave me his troth with the brooch 
you hold there in your hand—oh, the dear brooch! the 
sweet brooch of happy omen !—and you will let us marry, 
will you not? I would never marry wanting your 
consent.” 

‘““ Then ye will never have it if the man is Mellish ! ” cried 
her father. He thundered threats: he almost wept en- 
treaties: every scrap of his affection reft from her and 
centred now on his blackguard son, but the girl was 
staunch: that night he drove her from his door. 


It was with huge dismay he came upon the gem a fort- 
night later on the floor of his girl’s deserted chamber. This 
" new appearance for a moment filled his soul with panic— 
it seemed the very pestilence that walks in darkness—and 
then he realised she must have left it on the night he sent 
her forth. With the assassin’s heart and the family 
humour, that had not been confined to Lady Grace, he 
wrapped the jewel up and sent it as his wedding present to 
Ahev eel, 

To his outcast daughter and the man who loved her he 
could have done no kinder act, for their marriage hung 
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upon his giving to it something of his countenance, and this 
ironic gift of what to them was ever a talisman benign, 
came to relieve a piteous situation. Mirren loved, but she 
had made a promise not to wed without her father’s willing- 
ness, and she was such that she should keep her promise 
though her life was marred. 

With a light heart, then, did Mellish ride with the jewel 
in his pocket to the house in town where she had taken 
refuge, and gladly taking the gem as proof of her father’s 
softening, she married the man of her desire. 

“And now, goodwife,” said Mellish, ‘‘I will go down 
to Manor and make peace.” 

“You will take our lucky amulet,” she said, and she 
pinned it in his scarf, and he galloped with the gaiety of 
a boy through the fallen autumn leaves to the house of 
Wanlock. 

It was as if he came from realms of morning freshness 
to some Terror Isle! Gloaming was come down upon that 
sad reclusive lowland country: the silvery fog which often 
filled the valley where the mansion lay, austere and old 
and lonely, gave to the natural dusk a quality of dream, 
an air of vague estrangement, a brooding and expectant 
sentiment. The trees stood round like sighing ghosts, 
and evening birds were mourning in the clammy thickets, 
Only one light burned in the impoverished dwelling ; 
Mellish, through the open window where it beamed un- 
curtained, saw old Wanlock sunk in meditation with a 
Bible on his knees, and with a heart of pity left the saddle. 

Oh God! that men should die within stark walls in 
ancient long-descended properties, without a compre- 
hension of the meaning of the misty world ! 

He passed within the frowning arch and beat upon the 
knocker. The clangour rang through the dark interior: the 
night stood hushed, save for the inquiry of the howlets in 
the pines, the plunge of the Manor Burn, the drip of 
crisply falling perished leaves, and, far away upon the 
coast, the roaring of the sea. Pervaded by the spirit of 
the scene and hour, misgivings came to Mellish, in whose 
heart the night seemed all at once inimical, fantastic, 
peopled with incorporeal presences. He heard their 
mutter, heard them move with cunning footsteps; of a 
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sudden, near at hand broke forth the dolorous utterance 
of a soul beseeching and forlorn. The dreary note, pro- 
longed and dying slowly, seemed to roll in waves far out 
on shoreless seas of space, and Mellish, agitated, beat 
again upon the ponderous brass. 

He heard the halting shuffle of feet within; the door 
was opened ; Wanlock stood with a candle in the entrance. 
One glance only he gave to Mellish, and slammed the door 
in his face ! 

Abruptly from the crowding night round Mellish burst 
a peal of mad and mocking laughter ! 

For a moment fear, resentment, and disbelief warred in 
his brain for his possession: fear, being stranger there, 
was routed by an effort of the will; disbelief surrendered 
to his reason; he was left alone on the battlefield with 
anger. It swept with purple banners through the rally of 
his senses: drunk with passion, he tore from his breast 
the gem that had misled him to that hateful door, and 
flung it in by the open window, then leaped upon his horse 
and galloped furiously for home. 


Wanlock, with the candle in his hand, stood for a moment 
listening in the passage, glad with venom. He heard the 
thud of hoofs die off in the distance of the avenue, then, 
with a shock that left him trembling, the ululation of his 
old familiar—that dreadful bittern call! It was to-night 
more sad than he had ever heard it, more imbued with 
hopeless longing, yet in some way through its desolation 
went a yapping note of menace and alarm. 

He hurried to his chamber with a sense of something 
older than mankind: he set the candle on the table ; 
turned with eagerness to lift the Book—the comforter, 
‘the shield,—and there between the open pages, on the 
final verses of the seventh Psalm, lay the accursed brooch ! 

It seemed to him like a thing that had come from the 
void outside the rim of human life where evils muster 
with black wings and the torments of men are fashioned. 
He whimpered as he made to seize it, then, as if it stung 
him, felt a numbness in the arm. Through his brain for a 
moment went the feeling of something gush: he stag- 
gered on the floor: a mist swept through his eyes. His 
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vision cleared, and he saw the jewel at his feet. He bent 
to lift it with some curious failure in his members, groped 
with an impercipient hand, and found his fingers would 
not close upon it ! 

“My God !”’ he mumbled, ‘‘ what is this come on me ? ” 
A mocking chuckle sounded through the room, and the 
final doubts of Wanlock vanished—another blow was 
come, and he was in the grip of the Adversary ! 

With his other hand he caught the gem, and rising 
slowly, cast a glance of wild expectancy about the room. 
No assurance came from the discovery that to the eye at 
least he was alone, yet a subtler sense than vision told 
him he had company, and he looked above him into the 
umber rafters, then turning to the window, saw enormous 
hands claw on the sill. They seemed to drag a weight 
from the nether world behind them: he watched them 
fascinated, even to the sinéws’ tension, till there raised 
and rested on the backs of them a face more horrible than 
he had ever dreamt of—blurred, maculate, amorphous ! 
From the sallow visage peered inquiring eyes profound 
with cunning, and the soul of Wanlock grewed. 

“We wrestle,” he mumbled, ‘not against flesh and 
blood, but against principalities, against powers, against 
the rulers of the darkness’’: he seized upon the Book, 
and held it before him like a buckler, all his being drenched 
in the spirit of defiance, and he cried the Holy Name. 

He cried it as they cried it on the moors—his people, 
when the troopers rode upon them: he cried with their 
conviction that the Blood had all things pacified, redeemed, 
and the apparition chuckled ! 

The last redoubt of Wanlock’s faith surrendered: he 
madly wrenched a page from the sacred volume, crushed 
it with the jewel in his hand, and threw them in the face 
of his tormentor, then fell, a withered man, upon the 


bedstead, while the bittern cry outside arose in demon 
laughter. 


When he drifted back from the bliss of his oblivion, he 
lay a while like a child that makes its world afresh each 
morning from a few familiar surrounding things—the 
light, the shade, the feel of textures, and the sound of 
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the cinder falling on the hearthstone. All his life came 
ranked before him in epochs that grew more vivid as his 
brain grew clear—the folly of youth, the vanity of manhood, 
the pride of his strength, the dour determination of his 
will ; but he saw them all as virtues. Had he not prayed, 
and sat at the Communion? Had he not felt the gust of 
the Holy Spirit ? Had he not repented ?—nay, penitence 
had been denied him from his very birth, and without 
repentance well he knew there was no sin’s remission. 
Thus are the unelect at last condemned for a natural 
inability—terror they have and chagrin at results, but no 
regret for the essential wrong. There was a sound of some 
one moving in the house—the servant, who had been on 
a private escapade of her own, was now returned, Wan- 
lock seized a walking-cane he kept beside the bedstead 
for the purpose, and he loudly rapped upon the wall. 
At first there was no answer; then he rapped again, and 
the woman entered, flushed with some spirit of adventure. 

She had the radiant sleekness of the country’s girls, 
—a strapping, rosy healthfulness, a jaunty carriage, and a 
dancing and inviting eye: she seemed to Wanlock for a 
moment like a stranger, and she carried with her scents of 
the cool night winds. 

For a moment she looked at him, astounded—he had 
so suddenly grown very old and his mouth so strangely 
twisted ; then she gave a little cry, and hurried to his 
bedside, and he saw that the shaw! she wore was pinned 
upon her shoulder by the luckless. brooch ! 

It glowed portentous and commanding like a meteor ; 
with the squeal of a netted hare he grasped at his walking- 
cane, and struck with fury at the object of his terror. 
The woman shrank before the blow; the rattan swept the 
‘candle from the table to the floor: a fountain of flame 
from the hell that is under life sprang up the bedstead 
curtains ! 

With an oath old Wanlock staggered from his bed in 
time to save himself, but the Manor-house was doomed 
—at dawn the bitter smell of woody ashes blew across the 
valley. 

From the shabby lodge-house midway in the avenue he 


looked astonished at the girdling hills, to see them all so 
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steadfast and indifferent: the sun came up and sailed 
across the heavens, heedless of the smouldering space 
among the pines, where turret and tower more lofty than 
themselves had seemed, a day ago, eternal. The rat 
squeaked as it burrowed for a new home under fallen 
lintels; the raven croaked upon the cooling hearth. 
And night came down on these charred relics, swiftly— 
night, the old conquering rider, ally of despair! It ap- 
peared to Wanlock like a thousand years since he had had a 
careless heart, yet the ruin of his home for the moment 
seemed less dreadful than its cause, and the new light it 
had thrown on his situation. Never before was he so 
desolate, so desolate !—forsaken of God and man. All 
night his flaming house had stained the clouds: the crackle 
of its timbers and the thunder of its falling walls appeared 
to fill the whole world’s ear, yet none had come to his 
assistance: as if abhorred by all, he was left to dree his 
weird alone among the ashes. 

One thing only he had saved besides his life—a bottle of 
Bordeaux. He had seized upon it as the only friend from 
whom he could look for consolation. Even the maid and 
the dog had fled from him, but she returned at nightfall 
to the cheerless lodge to make it habitable. 

“Where in the name of God got ye yon accursed thing ? ”’ 
he asked her, and she told him, flushing, she had got it 
from a lover. 

“A lover!’ quo’ Wanlock, regarding his helpless arm, 
remembering happier things. ‘‘Are there still folk 
loving ?”’ 

“It’s what he would like to be,’’ said the woman 
awkwardly ; “but the man’s a dwarfish waif I daren’t 
hardly venture through the woods for; ye’ll have heard 
him screech for a month past. He haunts me like a bogle, 
comes from I kenna where—a crazy, crooked, gangrel body, 
worse than the Blednock brownie. He was squatted at 
the door last night when I got home, and he gave me the 
brooch,—I—I wish to the Lord I had never seen it.” 

“ Where is it now?” asked Wanlock. 

“II have given it back,” the girl replied with some 
confusion. 

‘Ye were wise in that,” said her master. ‘‘ Woe upon 
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the owner of the havock brooch! for I have had it too, and 
the heart of me is withered in my bosom. No brooch, no 
human brooch, I’ll warrant! but a clot of the blood that 
dried on the spear of the Roman soldier. Ye have traf- 
ficked with the devil and have worn his seal. It has robbed 
me of my money and my home, my son, my daughter, and 
the power of my members—look at that blemished arm ! ” 

She watched him for a moment, fascinated, seeing now 
his palsy ; he beheld the pity in her eye, resenting it, and 
caught with his able hand at the bottle of Bordeaux, which 
he poured with a splash into a tarnished goblet. He was 
about to drink it when he saw a look of fear and speculation 
come upon her face. 

‘““May the Lord forgive me, Manor!” she exclaimed, 
“but I gave the brooch this morning to your son!” 

““To my son! ”’ he cried, incredulous. ‘‘ How could you 
have seen him? He is far from here.” 

““ He never left the country,” cried the woman, weeping, 
“and I have known his hiding all the time. He saw the 
brooch upon me, was furious when he heard how I had got 
it, and made me give it up.” 

“Furious,” said Wanlock curiously. ‘‘ Had he the 
right ?”’ 

“None better,”’ said the woman, looking on the floor. 

“T might have guessed,” said Wanlock bitterly. 
“Though thou shouldst bray a fool in a mortar among 
wheat with a pestle, yet will not his foolishness depart from 
him.’ He has the brooch! Then are his footsteps dogged 
by the Accuser of the Brethren, for the gem is hell’s bell- 
wether !”’ 

The night was tranquil, windless, frosty-cold ; deep in 
the valley’s labyrinth lay the lodge-house, far from other 

. dwellings, alien, apparently forgot, with the black plumes 
of the trees above it. In pauses of the conversation some- 
thing troubled Wanlock like the fear of ambush, some 
absorbing sense of breathing shadows: silence itself took 
on a substance and stood listening at the threshold. 

Suddenly there came a scratching at the door, and Wan- 
lock blenched. 

“God save us! ”’ said the girl, and her face like sleet. 

‘“T dare ye to open the door!” cried Wanlock, shaking. 
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‘It is the dog,” she said—‘‘ the dog come back ; I left 
it in the company of Stephen.” 

‘‘ There is some compact here with things beyond me,” 
said her master. ‘‘ Open—open the door and see.” 

One glance only Wanlock gave at the grey dog trotting 
in, and fell to weeping when he saw a neckcloth pinned 
upon it with the brooch! He reeled a moment at the sight, 
then fumbled at the neckcloth and drew out the gem. 
With a curse he cast it in the heart of the burning peats, 
where it lay a little, blinking rubescent, then rolled among 
the cooler ashes. He moved expectant to the open door 
where the dog was leading: the girl took up the gem, 
which stung her like an asp upon the palm; she dropped 
it in the goblet, where it hissed and cooled among the wine, 
and at that moment rose the cry of Stephen in the avenue. 

With a snatch at the burning candles she ran out behind 
her master, where he stood with head uplifted looking at 
the squadrons of the stars. She was the first to reach the 
figure lying on the ground, and putting down the candle- 
sticks, she raised the lad, whose face was agonised and white 
like sapple of the sea. He had no eyes for them, but, 
trembling, searched with a fearful glance the cavern of the 
night made little by the candles burning in the breathless 
avenue. 

“Stephen! Stephen! what has happened ?”’ cried 
the girl, her lips upon his cheek. 

“ It—it caught me,” gasped the lad. ‘‘I ran from The 
Peel, and it caught me, clawed upon my thrapple, and left 
me here. I pinned my neckcloth on the dog.” 

He leaned upon the woman, helpless in his terror. 
‘“‘ Bring me the wine!” she bade her master, and old 
Wanlock stumbled back to fetch it. 

‘Oh, Stephen! Stephen! what were ye doing at The 
Peel?” she asked. ‘‘ Ye know ye promised me 7 

“I could not help myself,” he answered, ‘“ knowing 
what was in the well. ’Twas that that kept me in the 
country. I got it out and was making off with it when I 
heard the eerie laugh again. I dropped the plunder at 
the very door of Mellish when the de’il was on me. He 
was no bigger than a bairn, but he kept upon my heels till 
I got here, and then he leaped.” 
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““My Stephen! oh, my Stephen!” cried the woman, 
fondling him upon her breast, and he hung within her arms. 
A snarl came from the shadows: a creature smelling of 
mould and rotten leafage, clothed as in ragged lichens, 
contorted like a pollard willow, leaped at the throat of 
Stephen and crushed it like a paste, then fled with the 
bittern call. 

Old Wanlock heard the woman shriek : he tottered with 
the goblet from the lodge and came within the circuit of 
the candles where she knelt beside her lover. 

“He’s gone! he’s gone!”’ she cried, demented. ‘‘ The 
devil has strangled him,” and at the moment passed the 
ghost of Stephen Wanlock. 

“T knew it,” said the father—‘ very well I knew it: 
the sixth blow! There is no discharge in this war!” 
His head seemed filled with wool: his blood went curdling 
in its channels, and he staggered on his feet. Raising the 
goblet till it chattered on his teeth, he drained it at a 
draught, and the woman, heedless, straightened out the 
body of his son. 

She heard her master choke: she turned to see his face 
convulsed, his eyeballs staring, and the empty flagon 
falling from his hand. 

“The brooch! the brooch!” she screamed: a gleam 
of comprehension passed for a moment over Wanlock’s 
purpling visage: he raised his arms, and stumbling, fell 
across the body of his son ! 
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Tue husband, with an eye of warm alacrity and a welcome 
manner that should have made his fortune in some livelier 
hostel than the dreary inn of Flanders Moss, regarded the 
stranger with compassion. The wife, an acrid peevish 
body, ill-content to be roused from bed at such an hour, 
plucked at the strings of her night-cap, loosened and 
fastened them half a dozen times as if they bridled a wroth 
that choked her, and looked with candid disapproval on 
the customer standing in the kitchen with the rain running 
from his wraprascal coat on the fresh-caumed flagstones of 
her floor. 

‘“H’m!” she coughed; “it’s no’ a time o’ the year 
when we’re lookin’ for many visitors to the Flanders 
Moss.” 

“But still-and-on ye’re welcome,” said the husband 
hastily, tender of the stranger’s feelings. ‘‘ I think there’s 
an egg or twa, Jennet, isna there? And—and the hen ; 
or—or yon ham ?”’ 

But Jennet tied her cap more tightly down upon her 
ears. 

‘““T was making for the port o’ Menteith,’’ explained the 
stranger in a breath, compassing the chamber and the 
characters before him at a gled’s glance, feeling himself 
master of them both, flinging off the wraprascal and throw- 
ing his bonnet on the hearth to dry. It struck the stone 
with a sodden slap that would have made plain the kind 
of night from which he had escaped, even if the ear had 
not more eloquently indicated that the house was in the 
very throat of tempest. 
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“ Ye'll no hae pack nor powney ? ”’ said the dame sourly, 
with a pursed mouth, surveying the young man’s hose, the 
clinging knee-breeches, the stained red waistcoat, and the 
shabby green cutaway coat, but more intent upon the 
dissipation of his shaven boyish countenance, the disorder 
of his hair, and his reckless eye. 

“Tut, tut! It’s no’ a nicht for a cadger’s dog, let alane 
a powney,” said the amiable host ; and then, in a beseech- 
ing tone that told the nature of their partnery, ‘‘ Am I 
richt or am I wrang, Jennet ? At least there maun be an 
egg or twa.” 

The wife scowled at her mate, and said emphatically 
that eggs were out of the question, and the hour was quite 
ridiculous. 

“‘T’m no heedin’,”’ said the stranger ; “‘ I had a meal of 
a kind at Fintry. What I want’s a bed.” 

“Ye’ll get that!” cried the landlord heartily, glad to 
be assured of a speedy return to his own blankets. 
““There’s a snug bed ben, and ye’ll hae a’ the better 
appetite for breakfast.” 

“But what’s your security ?’’ demanded madam, and 
the goodman sighed. 

Her customer shrugged his shoulders, threw himself in 
a chair, and thrust his feet out to the fire of turf. 

“God,” said he. 

“ Sir ? ”’ she queried. 

“J said God was my security,’ remarked the stranger. 

‘“Ye couldna hae better!’ cried the innkeeper, and 
drawing a chopin of ale for the pious gentleman, beat 
down by the very gust of his geniality the rising opposition 
of the woman’s manner. 

Twenty minutes later Black Andy went to bed in the 
ben. He went with his boots on, for he had, in the very 
act of stooping to unlace them by the light of a tallow 
candle, seen that which led at the end to the rout of any 
thought of sleep. The candle, which he had placed on the 
floor the better to see his knots untied, threw a beam 
under a heavy oaken kist in the corner, and glinted on 
a ring of brass that oddly hung from the bottom of the 
box. He threw up the lid, to find no more than a pile of 


homespun blanketing ; then turned the kist quietly on 
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its side, to learn that the ring was on the latch of a secret 
bottom. He opened it: the shallow space between the 
false bottom and the real one seemed at first to hold no 
more than rags; but fumbling through them, he found a 
leather pouch with three-and-twenty guineas—madam’s 
private hoard! As he counted the money silently on the 
covering of the bed, the storm that held the Flanders 
Moss in its possession seemed for the while to hold its 
breath, as he did his own, so that he could hear the thud 
of his heart and each reluctant tick of the kitchen clock. 

For an hour he lay in darkness, wide awake, with the 
pouch in his breast. The murmur of voices in the kitchen 
ceased, its light went out ; the lonely inn on the edge of 
the moor was black, and wholly lost in the privacy of the 
night. 

The innkeeper, easy man! turned his face to the box- 
bed wall in the kitchen, and counted sheep going through 
a dip-tank till the fleece of the last of them spread, and 
spread, and spread, like a magic counterpane, and fell on 
him at last, smothering him to sleep. It was his good- 
wife’s elbow. For she lay on her back, her hands hollowed 
behind her ears, her cap-strings loose, and listened for some 
other sound than the creak of the roof-cabars, the whistle 
of the thatch, and tempest’s all-pervading symphony. 
Ah! it would have been an easier night for her if she had 
had some chance to put her money elsewhere ; it was her 
evil star that had surely brought this man to Flanders 
Moss on a Hogmanay, the very night when all honest 
bodies ought to be at their own fire-ends ! 

A sound in the room where he lay brought her sitting 
up in bed with every sense alert. A sash squeaked: she 
shook her husband out of the fleece of sleep, and they 
jumped together to the chamber door. It opened to a gale 
that blew right through it from an open window: their 
lodger was gone ! 

“T kent it !”’ cried the woman furiously, and shrieked 
to realise, by a feel of the hand in the dark, that her 
hoard had been discovered. 

“ Dod, now, that’s droll! ’’ said her husband, scratching 
his head. ‘‘ And him had such good security ! ”’ 
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Brack Anpy, with the pouch of guineas comforting the 
breast of him like liquor, so that he hardly missed his 
wraprascal or his bonnet that were drying by the kitchen 
fire, ran along the broken road for Kippen. It was like 
the bed of a burn, and like a rested monster rose the storm 
afresh from the Hieland hills. One glance he gave behind 
him at a step or two from the window whence he burst ; so 
dark was the night that the inn in the womb of it was quite 
invisible. He looked over his shoulder for a second time, 
having run for a little, and saw the bobbing of a lanthorn. 
His amiable host was already on his track, and Kippen 
was plainly no place for Black Andy. 

With an oath he quitted the road, ran down through a 
clump of hazel, and launched on the rushy moss that (as 
the story goes) had once been a part of the sea that threshed 
on Stirling rock. 

Like many another man, this scamp, unskilled in 
thievery, had no sooner escaped the urgent danger of 
arrest than he rued his impulsive fall to the temptation of 
a bag of clinking coins. He had drunk through an idle 
youth, and others had paid the lawing ; he had diced and 
cheated ; he had borrowed and left unpaid; he had sold 
bad cattle and denied his warrandice ; he had lived without 
labour—all of which is no more different from theft than 
tipsyness is different from drunkenness. But hitherto he 
had stopped on the verge of crime denominate, and it was 
his mother’s only glad reflection when the thought of his 
follies haunted her pillow. Had the temptation of the 
inn-wife’s gold come to him on another night, and else- 
_ where, he could have turned the broad of his back on it, 
and mustered conquering hosts of fear and of expedience 
to his support ; the misfortune was that it found him in a 
desperate hour. For a week he had been in a most jovial 
company with some Campsie lairds; he had spent the 
price of his father’s horse to the last plack royally, as if 
he had been a bonnet-laird himself, and New Year’s Day 
should have seen him back at Blaruisken with the price 
of the horse, or else it meant disaster. Even that con- 
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sideration scarcely would have made a thief of him (as he 
thought now), but for the wife in the Moss of Flanders 
inn; she had so little deserved to be the sole possessor of 
such gold. A comely wife, a civil wife, a reasonably 
hospitable wife (as he argued with himself), might have 
kept her money on the doorstep, and he would have been 
the last to meddle with it; but this one deserved some 
punishment, and he was, in a fashion, Heaven’s instru- 
ment. The husband—true, he was a kindly soul (and here 
the instrument of Heaven found his sophistry weak a 
little at the knees) ; but Black Andy had an intuition that 
the hoard was secret, even from the husband, and he 
guessed aright the wife would never report the actual 
nature of her loss. 

He seemed the more contemptible a thief to himself, 
because in one particular he had blundered like a fool. 
For yonder, beiking before the innkeeper’s fire, were his 
wraprascal and his bonnet—the first, at least, a clue to 
his identity. There was not another wraprascal than his 
own in his native parish ; the very name of the coat had 
seemed too sinister for his mother, and the garment made 
him kenspeckle over half the shire. Though the folk in the 
inn of the Flanders Moss might never before have cast an 
eye on him, they had but to hang that garment on a whin- 
bush at their door to learn his history from scores of 
passers-by. 

Thinking thus—not any penitent in him, but the pol- 
troon that is in all of us at the thought of discovery by 
the world of what we really are—the woman’s mone 
coldly weighed upon his bosom like a divot. By God! 
a rotten bargain had he made—to swap the easy mind of 
innocence for three days’ drinking with numskull bonnet- 
lairds in a Campsie tavern. 

But the thing was done, with no remedy; there was 
nothing for it but to tramp home and meet his obligation 
to his father. 

So busily did his mind engage with these considerations 
that the increase of the tempest for a little never touched 
his comprehension. He came to himself with a start at 
a stumble in a hag whose water almost reached his knees, 
and he realised that he was ignorant of the airt he moved 
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to, and that the passion of the night was like to shake 
the world in tatters. The very moss below him seemed to 
quiver like a bog; no rush, no heather shrub, but had its 
shrieking share in the cacophony of that unco hour upon the 
curdled spaces of the ancient sea. Black Andy put out 
his cold-starved hand before his face, and peered for it in 
vain ; it might have been a hand of ebony. 

For hours he laboured through that windy desert, 
airting, as he judged by the wind, for the north, as far 
away as possible from the inn of his misdoing, and weari- 
ness seemed to turn his blood to spring-well water, and 
his flesh to wool, so that the earthly cushion of the hags in 
which he sometimes stumbled tempted him to lie and 
sleep. The last sheuch would have done his business if he 
had not, sitting on its edge, beheld a glimmer of light from 
a window. He dragged with an effort towards it, climbed 
a dry-stone dyke, and felt with his hands along the back 
of some dwelling which he took for a shepherd’s hut, 
until he came upon the door. Breathlessly he leaned his 
shoulder to it and loudly rapped. 

“ First-foot !’’ he heard a voice exclaim, and remem- 
bered it was the New Year’s Day as the bolt shot back 
and he fell in the arms—of the innkeeper ! 

“Ye’re back, my man!” cried the innkeeper’s wife, 
with a face as white as sleet. “It'll be to pay your 
lodging ?”’ 

“Tut, tut ! never mind the lawin’. It’s the New Year’s 
Day, and here’s your dram,” said the genial landlord. 
“But, man, yon was a bonny prank to play on us! We 
thought ye were awa’ wi’ the wife’s best blankets.” 

“But a lodgin’s aye a lodgin’,”’ said the wife nervously ; 

and Andy laughed, knowing her perturbation. 

-  “ Here’s the lawin’,” he exclaimed, and banged her 
pouch of guineas in her hand. “ Ye’ll can count it later, 
and I’m awa’ to my bed again. Were ye really feared I 
was gaein’ to cheat ye?” yey: 

It was the innkeeper who answered ; his wife was off 
with her hoardings. : 

“Not me!” he said. “I kent ye had Grand Security.” 
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MACDONNELL of Morar, on the summer of his marriage, 
and when the gladness of it was still in every vein, sailed 
his sloop among the Isles. He went from sound to sound, 
from loch to loch, anchoring wherever the fancy took his 
lady, and the two of them were seeking what no one ever 
found nor shall find—that last and swooning pang of 
pleasure the Isles in summer weather, either at dawn or 
dusk, seem always to promise to youth and love. At 
night they lay in bays in the dim light of the cool north 
stars, or in the flush of the sunken sun that made wine of 
the sea-waves, and the island cliffs or the sandy shores 
seemed populous with birds or singing fisher-people. 

It was very well then with Morar. 

His wife was still a girl, In the mornings, when she 
came on deck with her hair streaming and the breeze 
making a banner of her gown, her gaiety surging to her 
breast in song, she seemed to him and to his men like one 
of the olden sea princesses told about in Gaelic stories, 
born from foam for the happiness and hurt of the hearts of 
men. She was lovely, tender, and good, and he himself, 
with those that knew him best, was notable for every manly 
part. One thing only he had a fear of in his bride—that, 
as had happened with others before, and perhaps with 
himself, a day might come to him when the riddle of her 
would be read, her maidenly sweet mystery revealed ; when 
he could guess with certainty what was in the deep dark 
wells of her eyes, and understand, without a word, the cause 
for every throb of her bosom. To have her for ever with 
a part to baffle and allure, as does the sea in its outer caves, 

192 


ISEEVOF TULLUSTION 


and as do the dawns in Highland glens—that was the wish 
of Morar. 

The captain of the yacht, who, having no passion for her, 
knew her, some ways, better than her husband, perhaps, 
said she had what, westward in the Barra Isle he hailed 
from, they call the Seven Gifts for Women—content and 
gentleness, looks and liking, truth, simplicity, and the fear 
of God. To him and to his men—gallant fellows from 
Skye, and somewhat jealous of her that she was not of the 
Isles herself, but a stranger—she was at least without a 
flaw. One time they thought it might be temper was her 
weakness, for she walked the deck with pride and had a 
noble carriage of the head, but the tiniest cloud of temper 
never crossed her honeymoon. Indeed, it was well with 
Morar. 

And it seemed that summer as if the very clime be- 
friended him, for there never blew but the finest breezes, 
and the sun was almost constant in the sky. Round all 
the remoter isles they sailed—even Harris and the Uists, 
and the countless lesser isles that lie to the west of Scotland, 
—an archipelago where still are dwelling the ancient 
Gaelic gods, whereto at least they come at sunset and sit 
upon the sands communing, so that sailors knowing the 
language, and having the happy ear, can sometimes catch 
far off at sea deep murmurs of the olden world that others 
take for the plash of waters. 

Morar’s wife put the yacht into every creek. She loved 
the little creeks, she doted on the burns going mourning 
through the darkness, and on the sound of tides on shallow 
shores ; it was her great delight sometimes to sleep on land 
below a canvas shelter, bathe at morning in the inner pools, 
walk barefooted on the sand, or stand on rocky promon- 
. tories facing the rising sun, with her hair tumultuous. Her 
first breakfast then was the wild berry, her morning drink 
the water from island wells. 

“I could live on the berries,’ 
husband, “ Oh, I love them!” 

“ Doubtless, mochree,’’ would he answer her, laughing. 
“Faith ! it’s my notion they have been growing all these 
years in the islands waiting just for you ; their bloom is on 
your cheek ; it’s the berry stain that was on your lips 
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since ever I knew you. But for a common person like 
myself there is a certain seduction in a sea-trout or a 
herring. Madam, I wish you joy of your wild berries, 
and indeed I love the taste of them—on your lips,—but 
let me press on you a simple cabin-biscuit, though it 
suffers from having been baked by the hand of man.” 

“ And the berry comes straight from God,” would be her 
answer. ‘It’s the fruiting of the clean wild wind ; I some- 
times think that if I could eat it always I should live for 
ever. 

‘Then, faith, I’ll grow it in Morar garden by the pole, 
and you shall eat berries at every meal,’’ said her husband. 
“ Perhaps I'll acquire the taste myself. Meanwhile, let me 
recommend the plain prose of our cooking galley.” 

“And I declare that I can find in pure water something 
as intoxicating as wine and far more subtle on the 

alate.” 

“A noble beverage, at least they tell me so, as the piper 
says in the story,” said Morar, “ yet God forbid that a too 
exclusive diet of berries and water should send Macdonnell 
back a widower to Morar! I take leave to help you to 
another egg,’ and so saying he would laugh at her again, 
and she would laugh also, for the truth was that she never 
brought to the cabin table but a yachtsman’s appetite. 

One thing she missed in all these island voyagings was 
the green companionship of trees. She came from a land 
of trees, and sailing day after day past isles that gave no 
harbour to so little as a sapling, she fretted sometimes for 
the shady deeps of thicket and the sway of boughs. Often 
she sat on deck at nightfall and imagined what the isles 
must have been before disaster overtook them. 

“Can you think of us wandering in the avenues, sitting 
in the glades? Barefoot or sandal, loose light garments, 
berries and water, the bland sea air, shade from the sun 
and shelter from the shower, and the two of us always 
young and always the same to each other’’—it was a 
picture she put before him many times, half entranced, as 
if she once had known a life like that before far back in 
another age and climate than in Scotland of the storms. 
Kissing her lips, wet from some mountain well, her husband 
got to look on her now and then as some Greek girl of the 
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books, and himself as an eternal lover who had heard the- 
wind blowing through boughs in Arcady. 

Loving trees as she did, it was strange that so long they 
should have failed to visit Island Faoineas, for often in 
their voyagings it lay before them on the sea—green, 
gracious, and inviting, its single hill luxuriant with hazel- 
grown eas or corrie, its little glen adorned with old planta- 
tions. It lies behind Bernera, south of Harris, hiding coy 
among other isles and out of the track of vessels, and for 
reasons of his own the captain of the yacht sailed always 
at a distance from it, keeping it in the sun’s eye so that its 
trees should seem like black tall cliffs with the white waves 
churning at their feet. But one day Morar and his wife 
came to him with the chart. “‘ This island here,”’ they said 
together. ‘“ We have not seen it close at hand ; let us go 
there to-night.” 

The captain’s face changed ; he made many excuses. 
“A shabby, small place,’”’ he told them, “ with a poor 
anchorage. And the wind is going westward with the 
sun. I think myself Lochmaddy better for an anchoring 
this night than Ealan Faoineas.”’ 

“What does the name mean—this Ealan Faoineas ? ”’ 
asked Morar’s wife, looking out toward the island that was 
too distant yet to show its trees. 

“Tt means,” said Morar, “ the Isle of Seeming—that is 
to say, the Isle of Illusion.” 

“What a dear name!” she cried, clapping her hands. 
“T should love to see it. Are there trees? ’’ Her eyes 
were on the captain’s face: he dared not lie. 

“What you might be calling a sort of trees,’’ he grudg- 
ingly admitted. “ Oh yes, I will not be saying but what 
there are two or three trees, or maybe more, for I have not 
paid much attention to Ealan Faoineas myself.” 

“Indeed !’’ said she. ‘‘ Then it is time you were amend- 
ing your knowledge of it. I think we will risk the anchorage 
for the sake of the trees.” 

It was her own hand put down the helm and herself who 
called the men to the sheets, for the captain had a sudden 
slackness in his office and was forward murmuring with 
his crew. 

“ What ails him ? ”’ the lady asked her husband. 
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“You have me there !”’ he answered her, as puzzled as 
herself. ‘‘I think it is likely there may be some super- 
stition about the island ; the name suggests as much, and 
now that I come to think of it, I remember I once heard 
as a boy that sailors never cared to land on one or two of 
the Outer Isles, believing them the domain of witchcraft. 
We must have passed that island frequently and the 
captain always kept us wide of it. I will ask him what 
its story is that makes him frightened for it.” 

He went forward by-and-by and talked with the 
captain. 

‘““T am a plain man; I have not the education except 
for boats,’’ said the seaman, ‘“‘ and I would not set foot on 
Faoineas for the wide world. You will not get a man in 
all the Outer Islands, from Barra Head to the Butt of 
Lewis, who would step on Faoineas if the deck of his skiff 
was coming asunder in staves below the very feet of him. 
I am brave myself—oh yes! I come of people exceeding 
brave and notable for deeds, but there is not that much 
gold in all the Hebrides, no, nor in the realm of Scotland, 
would buy my landing in that place yonder.” 

“Come! come! what is wrong with the island that 
you should have such a fear of it ? ’”’ asked Morar, astounded 
at so strong a feeling. 

“Tt is bad for men, and it is worse for women,”’ said the 
captain. 

“Ts it something to hurt the body ? ” 

“Tf it was but the body I would be the first ashore ! 
I have not so much money put past me that I have any 
need to be afraid for my life,’’ said the captain. 

“Are there ghosts there, then?’ said Morar, deter- 
mined to be at the root of the mystery. 

“Ghosts !”’ cried the captain. ‘‘ Where are they not, 
these gentlemen ? ”’ 

By this time the sloop that Morar’s wife was steering 
had drawn closer on the island, breaking her way among 
the billows striving into Harris Sound ; and to the gaze of 
Morar’s wife, and to her great bewilderment, she saw the 
little glen with its bushes climbing high on either side of it, 
and the tall, great, dark old Highland trees beyond, and 
thickets like gardens to the south, and under all the deep 
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cool dusk of shadows she had longed for all those days 
that she and her husband had sought for the last pang of 
ees in their honeymoon among the Outer Isles. She 
eaned upon the tiller and stared entranced and un- 
believing, for it seemed a fairy isle, such as grows fast in 
dreams and sinks to the sea-depths again when dawn is on 
the window. Only when she saw rooks rise with cawings 
from the branches, and heard the song of birds unknown 
on the treeless islands, was she altogether convinced of 
its reality. 

“ Darling,”’ she cried to her husband, “look! Were 
we not right ? Here’s a forgotten paradise.” 

“Tf paradise it be, then may you have your share of it,” 
said the captain as he put them ashore. “ Myself, I would 
not risk it so long as this world has so many pleasant 
things to be going on with. All I can tell you of Island 
Faoineas is that, paradise or purgatory, it depends on 
what ore eats and drinks there. I heard it from a priest 
in Eriskay, a noble and namely man through all the 
islands of the West. Once he had landed here and known 
some wonders. He died in Arisaig, and in his dying 
blessed with the seven blessings one well upon this island, 
but which of all that run there I never learned.” 

That night Morar and his bride slept out in the shelter 
of hazel-bushes and shelisters. They built a fire and 
drank out of the same glass from a burn that sang through 
the shelisters, and as they slept there were many wells 
that ran merrily through their dreams, but one particu- 
larly that rose from a hillock beside them, and tinkled 
more sweetly than golden jewels streaming down a 
golden stair. 


II. 


SHE was the first to waken in the morning, and stealing 

softly from him, she left the embers of their fire among 

the rushes and went wandering among the trees, so that 

when he rose he saw her figure, airy and white, among 

their columns. She seemed the spirit of the trees to his 

doting eye, as though ‘twas there among them she had 
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always dwelt ; the wood was furnished and completed 
by her presence. 

‘There is not in the world a sweeter place,”’ she cried, 
‘and I have never seen such berries! Look, I have 
brought you some, Sir Sluggard, that we might taste 
them first together.” She put a spray of the berries 
between her teeth and let him sweeten the fruit with a 
kiss as he took his share from her lips with his own. 

“The woman tempted me, and I did eat,” said Morar, 
laughing, and culled the berries with his arms around her. 
They burst on his palate with a savour sharp and heady. 
He was about to ask for more when he saw her change. 
The smile had suddenly gone from her face at his words ; 
for the first time he saw that her eyes were capable of 
anger. 

“Upon my word,” said she in an impatient voice, “I 
think it a poor compliment to me after my trouble in 
getting the berries for you that you should have such a 
thought in your head about me.”’ 

“There you go,” he answered quickly, an unreasonable 
vexation sweeping through him in a gust. ‘Did ever 
any one hear the like, that because I am indifferent to 
your silly berries you should snarl like a cat ?” 

“A cat!”’ she cried, furious. 

“Just a cat,” he repeated deliberately. “‘ For God’s 
sake give me peace, and get your hair up before the men 
come ashore for us. It is time we were home; I am 
heart-sick of this sailing. And it ill becomes a woman of 
your years to play-act the child and run barefoot about 
island sands.”’ 

The berries she still held in her hand she crushed be- 
tween her palms till the juice of them stained her gown 
and ran like blood between her fingers. The perfume rose 
to her nostrils and seemed to fill her head with a pungent 
vapour. 

“Well? Well?” he said with irritation at her staring. 
She covered her eyes with her hands and burst into 
tears. 

He only whistled. Someway she appeared a sloven in _ 
dress, awkward in gesture, and a figure of insincerity. 
If he had not a sudden new conviction that she was 
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everything she should not be, there was the accent of 
her voice, the evidence of his eyesight. For when, in wild 
exasperation at his manner, she took her hands from her 
face, she showed a visage stained and sour, tempestuous 
eyes, and lips grown thin and pallid. 

“T hate you! I hate you!” she cried, and stamped 
with her bare feet on the sand. “I cannot for my life 
understand what I ever saw in you that I should have 
married you. Any one with her senses might have hesi- 
tated to tie herself for life to a man with so much evil in 
his countenance.”’ 

“Yours would be none the worse for washing,’’ said 
ae remorselessly, with an eye on her berry-stained 
ace. 

“There’s a gentleman!” she cried. ‘‘Oh, my grief, 
that I should have spoiled my life! ”’ 

“You knew what I was when you took me,”’ said Morar. 
“Lord knows, I made no pretence at angelic virtues, and 
"twas there, by my faith, I was different from yourself !”’ 

“ And there’s the coward and liar too!”’ cried his wife. 
“You were far too cunning to show me what you really 
were, and it must have been a woeful ignorance of the world 
that made me take you on your own estimate.” 

“Well, then, the mistake has been on both sides,”’ said 
Morar. ‘ There’s no one could be more astonished than 
myself that my real wife should be so different from what 
till this hour I had imagined her. Madam, you need not 
be so noisy ; if you scream a little louder the crew will be 
let into a pretty secret. It is like enough they know you 
already, for I have been singularly blind.”’ 

He put up what seemed to her for the first time an 
unlovely hand to stifle a forced yawn: she saw an appal- 
ling cruelty in the mouth that had so often kissed her 
and called her sweet names ; his very attitude expressed 
contempt for her. 

“ What have I done ? ” she asked, distracted. 

“Tt is not what you have done,” he said with a coarse 
deliberation, “’tis what you are and what you cannot 
help being. The repentance must lie with me. I would 
give, gaily, ten years of my life to obliterate the past six 
months.” 
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“Faith, ’tis a man of grace and character says so to his 
newly-married wife.”’ 

At these words Morar started slightly, and looked for 
a moment confused. ‘‘Newly married!’ he said; 
“Lord help us! so we are. Some way, I fancied we had 
been married for years. Well, we have not taken long to 
discover each other, and will have the more leisure to 
repent. I understand you, madam, into the very core ; 
there is not a vein of your body hides a secret from me. 
I was mistaken ; I thought your beauty something more 
than a pink cheek ; I thought you generous till I saw how 
generous you could be at my expense, and how much the 
rent-roll of Morar weighed with you in your decision to 
marry me. I thought you humble and unaffected, and 
now I see you posing about this business of bare feet on 
the sand, the morning breeze in your gown, breakfasts of 
berries and water.” 

“ Pray go on,” cried the lady. ‘‘ Pray go on. Every 
word you say confirms the character I now see in your 
face.” 

“JT thought you truthful, so you are—in the letter and 
the word ; but the flattery you have for those you would 
conciliate, the insincerity of your laugh in the presence of 
those you would please, the unscrupulousness of your 
excuses for the omission of duties unpleasant to you—what 
are these but lies of the worst kind ? ” 

“Oh heavens,” she cried, “I was not always so! If I 
am so now I must be what you made me. J remember—”’ 
she drew her hand across her brow ; “‘ I seem to remember 
some one else I thought was me, that loved you, and could 
not be too good and pure for you even in her imagination. 
You seemed a king to that poor foolish girl’s imagination ; 
she loved you so—she loved you so, she was so happy !”’ 

“ Just so!” said Morar. “ You had, seemingly, well 
deceived yourself. And now I can tell you that you may 
cry your eyes out, for I know what a woman gets her tears 
so readily for, It is that when she is crying and lamenting 
she may not betray her chagrin and ill-temper in her face. 
Have done with it, and let us get out of this! I see the 
men put out the boat ; they will be with us in a moment ; 
for Heaven’s sake let us have no more theatricals. The 
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fate of us both is sealed, and we must, I suppose, live 
the rest of our lives together like the other married fools 
we know—putting as fair a face as we can on a ghastly 
business.”’ 

She was standing beside tall blades of shelister—the iris 
of the isles—and when he spoke like this to her she suddenly 
plucked a handful and began to tear them wantonly with 
her fingers. 

“T assure you that you have seen the last of my tears,” . 
said she. “I would not cry out if you struck me! There 
is something almost as sweet as love, and that is hate, and 
I seem to have come from a race that must have either. 
I have a feeling in me that I could have loved eternally if 
I had found the proper object, but now I know that I can 
always be sure you will keep me hating, and I am not sorry. 
Yes, yes, you have said it, Morar, a ghastly business ; but 
I will not put any fair face on it to deceive the world, I 
assure you! It could not be deceived: blind would it be, 
indeed, if it could not see the sneer in your face, and hear 
the coward in your voice.” 

“Silence, you fool; the men are coming!” he said, 
clutching at her wrist and twisting it cruelly. 

She gave a little shriek of pain, and caught at her breast 
with the other hand that held the broken blades of 
shelisters. 

“Oh, you have struck me!”’ she cried. “ That is the 
end of my shame, and I shall make you suffer.” 

He saw a poignard glint momentarily in the morning 
sun that was turning Isle Faoineas’ sands to gold, and before 
he could prevent her she had plunged the weapon in her 
bosom. She fell with a cry at his feet, her hair in the ashes 
of the fire they had last night sat by. The blood came 
bubbling to her mouth and welled out on her bosom where 
the poignard rose and fell with her moaning. 

For a moment, instead of pity and remorse, there was a 
feeling of release. Behind him sounded the plash of oars ; 
he turned hastily and saw the men had left the sloop and 
were approaching land. ‘Oh Diia!”’ he said to himself, 
“ here’s a bonny business to explain !”’ and then ’twas very 
far from well with Morar, for he heard the woman moan 
her wish for water, and he knew she shared the agony of 
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that inward fire that scorched his throat as if the berries 
he had swallowed had been beads of heated metal. At his 
feet was the glass they had drank from on the last night of 
their happiness ; he picked it up and ran to the well that 
tinkled on the hillock, then hurried to her side and raised 
her up to let her drink. 

The draught, it seemed, revived her ; she shuddered and 
sighed, and turned in his arms; then his own torment 
mastered him, and he drank too. 

Through his whole flesh went a pleasant chill ; a gladness 
danced in him, and he saw a thing miraculous in his bride— 
the flush come back to her cheek, and all her wild sweet 
beauty, and her smile, as she leaned against his shoulder 
like one new waked from sleep, so that he looked into her 
face and saw himself reflected in her eyes. The berry 
stains were on her lips, the bosom of her gown was reddened 
with their juices, and in between her breasts lay the blade 
of the shelister, sparkling with dew, and glinting in the sun- 
shine as it rose and fell in time with her heart’s pulsations. 

“Oh, love!’ she said, and put her arms about his neck, 
“T dreamt—I dreamt a dreadful dream !”’ 

“ And I, sweetheart,’’ said Morar, looking aghast at the 
berry stains, and the mark of his fingers on her wrist, and 
on the iris blade that were evidence it had been no dream. 
“TI dreamt, too, love—my God! such dreaming! I do 
not wonder now the world holds far aloof from this Island 
of Illusion. God bless the well, the holy well; but the 
curse of curses on the berries of Ealan Faoineas ! ” 

Together, hand in hand, they fled to the shore and 
waded out on the sandy shallow to meet the boat; the 
sloop shook out her sails like some proud eager bird ; from 
her deck, together waist-encircled, they saw the blue tide 
rise on the yellow sands, the trees nod, the birds flit among 
the thickets of the glen, and heard the tinkle of the well in 
Ealan Faoineas. 
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WHEN the Tudor Cup was sold at Sotheby’s in the year 
18— for the sum of £7000, the fall of the auctioneer’s 
hammer echoed round the world—at all events, round the 
world of men who gather bibelots. There were only three 
such treasures in existence—this one now destined for 
America, which was understood to have come from Hol- 
land ; another in the national collection in Paris; anda 
third in Scotland, the property of Sir Gilbert Quair, whose 
ancestor had acquired it one hundred and fifty years before 
by winning a game of cards in a London coffee-house. 

Among those people who were profoundly moved by this 
record price for a quite unimpressive-looking battered silver 
tankard was the firm of Harris & Hirsch, the Bond Street 
art-dealers ; and two days after the sale in London, Mr 
Harris hastened up to Scotland, quartered himself at an 
inn in Peebles, and pushed some discreet inquiries. Sir 
Gilbert Quair, he discovered, was in a state approaching 
penury, living an almost hermit life in the House of Quair 
beside the Tweed, with a deaf old housekeeper, a half-daft 
maid who never came out-of-doors, and an equally recluse 
man whose duty it was to act as guide to the numerous 
tourists who flocked to the house for the sake of its place 
in Ballad Minstrelsy and its antiquarian collection. If the 
gossips of Peebles could be trusted, the baronet lived upon 
the shilling fees his guide exacted from the visitors, dodging, 
himself, from room to room of his mansion for fear of 
encountering Americans and English, whom he hated— 
resenting their intrusion on-his privacy, but counting their 
numbers eagerly as from his window he watched them 
coming up the long yew avenue. 

Harris, the Bond Street dealer, modestly bent on hiding 
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his own importance in the commercial world of art—for 
the nonce a simple English gentleman with a taste for 
miniatures—called next day at the House of Quair, whose 
crenellated tower looked arrogantly over ancient woods 
and fields where lambs were bleating piteously and men 
were walking along the furrows scattering seed. 

The avenue of yews, which led from the highway into 
Peebles through neglected and dishevelled grounds, brought 
the Bond Street dealer to the forlorn facade of the mansion 
and the great main door. He rapped upon the iron 
knocker ; the sound reverberated as through a vault, with 
hollow echoes such as come from vacant chambers. Far 
back in the dwelling’s core there was a clatter of something 
fallen, but no one answered to the summons of the visitor ; 
and having rapped in vain again, he ventured round the 
westward wing, to find himself confronted by a door on the 
side of which was hung the evidence that this was properly 
his entrance. It was a painted board, with the legend— 


QUAIR COLLECTION. 
Open to the Public Tuesdays and Thursdays. 
ADMISSION ONE SHILLING. 


Now this was neither a Tuesday nor a Thursday, and 
Harris swore softly. He was just on the point of making 
his retreat when a footstep sounded on the gravel of a little 
walk that led to a bower upon the terrace, and turning, 
he found himself face to face with Sir Gilbert Quair. 

“The collection is not on view to-day, sir,” said the 
baronet, an elderly thick-set gentleman wearing a shabby 
suit of tweed. 

Mr Harris took off his hat—not to the wearer of 
the shabby tweed suit, but to the owner of the Tudor 
Cup. 

“Tam most unfortunate,” he stammered. ‘‘ I was not 
aware that the collection was only on view on certain days, 
and, unhappily, I must return to England this evening. 
It happens that I am something of an amateur in minia- 
tures, fortunate in the possession of a few choice examples, 
and, being in this neighbourhood, I could not resist the 
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temptation to see the celebrated collection of Sir Gilbert 
Quair, which is rich in miniatures.”’ 

He passed the baronet his card, to which the name of a 
well-known London club contributed the proper degree 
of uncommercial importance. Sir Gilbert turned it over in 
his fingers with a little hesitation, shot a shy glance of the 
keenest scrutiny from under his bushy eyebrows at the 
visitor. 

“In the circumstances—” he began, and taking a key 
from his pocket, unlocked the door which led to the 
collection, but before he let his visitor through he held out 
to him a little wooden box with a slit in the lid of it. ‘“‘ In 
the absence of the usual guide,” said he, ‘‘ I’ll collect your 
shilling for him, Mr Harris.” 

Five minutes later Harris was manifesting the most 
rapturous appreciation of Sir Gilbert’s miniatures, which 
in truth were nothing wonderful; but at every oppor- 
tunity, when unobserved by his host, his eyes went ranging 
in search of the Tudor Cup. It was his host who finally 
called attention to it under glass in a corner cupboard. 

“Tf you had been interested in old English silver, Mr 
Harris, this piece might have had some attraction,” said 
Sir Gilbert, drenching his flaring nostrils with a pinch 
of snuff from a tiny ivory spoon. “I’m no great judge 
myself, but my father highly prized it.” 

The Bond Street dealer, with a thudding heart, peered 
through the glass at the very counterpart of that tarnished 
goblet which had fetched £7000 in Sotheby’s. He was 
wondering if the dry, old, shabby gentleman looking over 
his shoulder, and odorous with macconba, was aware that 
this was a Tudor Cup, or if he had read the newspapers care- 
fully and knew what Tudor Cups were worth in Sotheby's. 


WE 


“ But Himmel! did you not make him an offer?” de- 

manded Hirsch next day in the Bond Street shop—they 

called it gallery—to which his partner had returned from 

Tweedside with the profound depression a man might have 
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who had for a fleeting moment seen the only woman he 
could ever love and then had lost her in a panic. 

‘ Offer, Joel!’ he replied in accents of despair. ‘‘I 
offered him five thousand, and he only chuckled. He 
would not even take it from the cupboard. ‘No, no, Mr 
Harris,’ he said with his head to the side, flicking up his 
abominable snuff ; ‘ it is an heirloom older than any here, 
and I am not selling.’ And the galling thing is that he 
doesn’t even know he has a Tudor Cup, nor what a Tudor 
Cup can fetch in Sotheby’s.”’ 

“ Ah, you should have had the money with you, Harris,” 
said his partner. ‘‘ Always show the money, I say ; it talks 
for you through a speaking-trumpet. By heavens, I will 
go myself to Scotland and have that Tudor Cup, if I have 
to steal it !”’ 


III. 


A spirit of romance and a solemn homily on mutability 
were in the scene when Hirsch walked into the grounds of 
Quair, though he was not the man to understand. Six 
hundred years of history cried from the old bastion ; still 
in its shelter men sowed oats, and their shabby dwellings 
clustered, no way changed, to look at, since the Borderland 
was vexed with wars and Quair was lord and warden ; but 
vassals no more, save to that grim seigneur Commerce, who 
took from them triple-tithes and children instead of the 
service of the sword, which was all the old lords claimed. 
A valley of peace, and nights untroubled, and the old bold 
fighting Quairs in their resting graves, and their troopers’ 
dust at the roots of English pastures ; surely at eve in the 
woods of Quair, or riding spirit horses through the passes 
of the hills, a thousand ghosts went seeking lost passions, 
old delights. 

It was Thursday afternoon. Hirsch stepped in at the 
door which led to the Quair Collection, to find the man in 
charge of it had all the customary cicerone’s dull loquacity. 
He dribbled dates and gushed details of family history as 
if he were a gargoyle who had never got refreshment from 
the currents pouring through him. Thick-set, short, and 
rasped upon the chin from too-close shaving, he looked the 
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very figure of a man to fill one of the empty suits of mail 
that flanked the entrance to the gallery, and even to the 
shopman’s eye of Hirsch he had an air of truculence that 
somehow seemed to accord with the situation. 

“You do not appear to have many visitors to-day,” said 
the picture-dealer, having looked perfunctorily at dingy 
tapestry and pictures, and now with eyes, in which the 
fires of covetousness were with difficulty restrained, upon 
the tarnished Tudor Cup in its corner cupboard. 

“Ye’re the first this week,” said the guide with acerbity, 
as if the shilling fees were a more personal matter than the 
gossips of the countryside believed ; and Hirsch the dealer, 
rubbing his hook-nose to conceal the tremulous avidity 
of his mouth, saw that disappointed avarice was in this 
creature’s eyes. 

““T should like, a little later on, to see Sir Gilbert,’’ said 
the dealer, who had five thousand pounds in his pocket, and 
a Jew’s conviction that an impecunious Scot could never 
resist the delicious crackle of English notes. 

“Ye canna; he’s from home,” explained the guide. 
*“He’s awa’ to Edinburgh for a month.” 

A thought came there and then to the dealer which 
made him pale. Avarice and cunning were in the old man’s 
face ; his shillings plainly meant a lot to him ; his clothing 
was in poor accord with the guardianship of treasure. 

“Look here,’”’ said Hirsch in a confidential whisper. 
“Tf your master is to be away for a month, there is no 
reason why the matter I meant to arrange with him should 
not be arranged with you, and put a handsome sum of 
money in your pocket. I have taken a fancy to this silver 
jug, and though I know Sir Gilbert will not part with it, I 
thought he might at least agree to let me have it copied. 
It’s a thing that is often done, Mr. 2 

“Meldrum,” said the guide with a promising air of 
equanimity. 

‘Tn two or three weeks I could have my copy made in 
Paris, and this cup returned to you in safety, and no one 
else except ourselves need be a bit the wiser, Mr Meldrum.” 

The guide gave a laugh that was half a sneer, and checked 
it suddenly with a hand upon his mouth. “It’s a maist 
singular proposition,’ he remarked reflectively. ‘‘ In the 
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four-and-twenty years I have been showin’ folk the Quair 
Collection I havena heard the like of it. And it comes from 
a total stranger !”’ 

“ T represent one of the most reputable firms in London,” 
Hirsch hastened to explain, with the simultaneous pro- 
duction of his business card. 

Meldrum looked at it with interest. ‘‘ Harris & Hirsch. 
I take it that you are Mr Hirsch ? There was a Mr Harris 
calling on Sir Gilbert, I was tell’t, some days ago.” 

“Exactly,” answered Hirsch. ‘‘My partner. He 
had almost completed negotiations for the loan of the cup 
for the purpose I have mentioned. But really there seems 
no need for us to be troubling Sir Gilbert. The cup will 
be back before his return from Edinburgh, an 2 

“‘ Just that !’’ said Meldrum dryly. ‘“‘ And what about 
my security ?”’ 

Delighted with such apparent pliability, Hirsch pro- 
duced his English notes, which brought a very passion of 
greed to Meldrum’s eyes. 

“Let us not be calling it security, Mr Meldrum,” he re- 
marked insidiously. ‘‘ If a hundred pounds——’”’ 

Again the guide ironically chuckled. ‘‘ If I could trust 
ye for a hundred pounds, Mr Hirsch, I could trust ye mair 
for ten times that,” he said. ‘‘ I take your word for’t that 
we needna ca’t security: if I’m to risk my job and 
my reputation, the cost of three weeks loan o’ that siller 
tankard is exactly a thousand pounds!” 


Three weeks later, the Quair Cup and its duplicate came 
back from Tregastel of Paris, so much alike that Hirsch 
would have been beat to see a difference had it not been 
that he found on one a private microscopic mark he had 
put on it himself. 

But it was not the cup so marked that he returned to the 
accommodating Meldrum. 

Two months more, and the curio world was shaken once 
again by the intimation of another Tudor Cup for sale at 
Sotheby’s. Amongst the host of possible bidders who 
examined the precious piece of tarnished metal taken out 
impressively from Sotheby’s strongest safe some days 
before the sale, was Barraclough, the expert who had 
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bought its fellow earlier in the season for his client in 
America. 

“A brilliant forgery,’’ he exclaimed on careful scrutiny 
—“‘one of Jules Tregastel’s charming reproductions,” and 
departed. 

Harris & Hirsch were sent for by the auctioneer. ‘‘ Non- 
sense! ’’ they protested—and Hirsch satisfied himself again 
that the microscopic mark of the veritable cup from Quair 
was there. ‘‘ Tregastel never had a tool on it.” 

‘‘ Hadn’t you better ask ? ” said the auctioneer, and they 
asked by telegram, with astounding consequences. 

“The cup you sent was a copy made a year ago by 
myself for another client. I thought you knew,” replied 
Tregastel. 

“Mein Gott!” cried Harris, appalled. ‘‘ Tregastel 
has made so cunning a job of it he has even copied your 
private mark, and you have sent the original back to 
Quair,”’ 

“‘T will not believe it! I will not believe it !”’ said his 
partner, almost weeping with chagrin. 

That night the two of them went to Scotland, and in the 
morning Harris went out from Peebles to the House of 
Quair to see Sir Gilbert. 

““Might I have another look at the cup?” he asked 
without periphrasis, and the baronet snuffed and chuckled. 

“Tt seems to have wonderfully taken your fancy, Mr 
Harris,” he remarked with an ironic cough. “‘ Again you 
are unfortunate in the day you call, for this is Wednesday. 
And in any case I thought I made it clear that the cup 
was bound to stay here in spite of your most tempting 
offers.” 

‘‘T know,” replied the dealer; ‘‘ but I should like to 
see it—that is all.” 

“Ah! you mad collectors!” said Sir Gilbert humor- 
ously. ‘‘ Ye can be as crazy over a bashed old siller cup 
as I might have been mysel’ at one time over a bonny 
lassie! Well, come your ways in and you shall see it. 
It is aye another shillin’ ! ”’ 

Harris not only saw the cup, but this time got it into 
his hands. In a fever of apprehension he turned it up 
and down and sought for a microscopic mark like that 
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which Hirsch had pointed out upon the other,—it was not 
there ! 

At the sight of the blank look on his face Sir Gilbert 
chuckled and took snuff. ‘‘I see you have discovered, 
Mr Harris,”’ he remarked with his eyebrows twitching. 
‘* You connoisseurs are not to be deceived so easily ! ” 

‘‘Then—then you know it is a forgery!” cried Harris 
with amazement. 

‘“T would not use that word for it exactly, Mr Harris,” 
said the baronet with a gesture of distaste. “‘ A copy— 
and a wonderful copy too, by Tregastel of Paris. The 
truth is, I sold the original some months ago in London, 
having first had this one made. You see my possession 
of a Tudor Cup is notorious, and if it got about that the 
Quair Collection was being in any way depleted, where 
would our shillin’s come from, Mr Harris?’ and he 
jocosely poked his visitor in the ribs. 

Harris flew back to the inn at Peebles, an object of 
unutterable despair. 

“Mein Gott! these Scotch!” cried Hirsch, wringing 
his hands. ‘‘ But I will have my money back from that 
Meldrum man if I have to take him to the courts.” 

“ Harris & Hirsch would cut a funny figure in the courts 
in the circumstances, Joel,’’ said his partner. “It is 
better that we go out together to-morrow, when your 
Meldrum’s place is open, and compromise.” 

The entrance to the Quair Collection had been hardly 
opened on the morrow when the dealers tried to push 
their way within. Harris was perturbed when he saw 
who checked them on the threshold—Sir Gilbert Quair 
himself, who greeted him with a crafty smile, only a little 
shabbier in dress than when he had seen him hitherto, 
and with the box for the admission shillings hanging 
round his neck. 

“Tt might be the flowin’ bowl, Mr Harris,’’ he exclaimed 
ironically. ‘‘ Ye come back so often to it.”’ 

““T want a word or two with you,” said Mr Hirsch 
peremptorily, finding the old man barred their further 
passage. “‘ Did you know that cup you lent me was an 
imitation ? ”’ 

“T could hardly fail to be aware of it,”’ said the baronet. 

210 


(eh is AP IOMIB Opie (GU le 


“You surely didna think a paltry thousand pounds 
would be security for a genuine Tudor Cup, and a’ the world 
sae keen on them at Sotheby’s.”’ 

“ [have been deceived ; I must have my money back ! ”’ 
said Hirsch, and the old man shrugged his shoulders and 
took snuff. 

“Na, na!” he said. ‘‘ A bargain’s aye a bargain, and 
ye canna get your money back. The best I can dae for 
ye is to swop the cup ye sent for the one I lent ye.’ 

“Look here, Meldrum—” Hirsch began, and Harris, 
with surprise, corrected him. 

“Not Meldrum,” he remarked. ‘‘ Sir Gilbert Quair.” 

““Ye’re both of ye right, and ye’re both of ye wrang,” 
said the old man with a chuckle. ‘‘ For twa years back 
I’ve been guide to my own collection ; it’s the only way 
to keep an eye upon the shillin’s.” 

* Youd d old rogue!” exclaimed the partners 
simultaneously, and he grinned at them, with his stout 
old breast across the doorway like a cliff. For a little he 
gloated on their fury, then took them by the arms and led 
them out upon the terrace. 

“* You see this land,” he said, and indicated all the hills 
and valleys, verdant woods and furrowed fields, and the 
river sounding at the bend below the mansion. “‘ The 
greed of English thieves brought them here marauding 
for good six hundred years, and it seems ye’re no done 
yet! My forefolk fought you with the sword, but Gilbert 
Meldrum Quair must fight you with his wits ! z 

“But, Gott in Himmel! we are not English; we 
are Hebrews!” protested Hirsch with his hands palm 
upwards and his neck contracted. 

“That is worse,” replied Sir Gilbert, making for his 
door. ‘‘ We Scots are still at feud wi’ the Jews for what 
they did out yonder in Jerusalem.”’ 
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WHEN I go home on summer visitations, old friends, with 
the most generous desire to aid one in an eccentric and 
indeed half-daft and wholly disreputable way of living, 
come to me covertly in reckless moments “‘ for auld lang 
syne,’ and remind me of native characters ancient or 
modern. They themselves are (if they only knew it) 
characters the most superb for any of my purposes, but, 
wholly unsuspecting, they narrate the whims and oddities, 
the follies and conceits of others, lamenting always that 
the race of characters is rapidly running done. ‘‘ When 
Jiah, and Jocka, and Old Split-a-dale are gone,” say they, 
“we'll can take to reading your own bits of stories, for 
there’ll be nothing better left to do, and not a ploy from 
Martinmas to Whitsunday and back again.” 

I know better, of course. I know that unconventional 
characters—fantastic, whimsical, bombastic, awkward, 
crazed—will come to the surface there and elsewhere as 
constant as the bracken comes upon the braes in spring. 

But age, undoubtedly, whether it matures an oddity or 
not, endears him to you if yours be the proper sympathetic 
soul for such caprices of the stars. What in a droll “‘ going- 
about body ”’ of thirty seems a rogue’s impertinence will 
appear to some one else, thirty years after this, or even to 
yourself perhaps, a quaint wit, and his sayings and doings 
will be the cause of merriment over all the countryside. 
So it is that even I am sometimes constrained to think 
the old characters dead and gone will never have such 
brilliant successors, 

I had that thought yesterday as I walked past Copen- 
hagen’s school. Alas! not Copenhagen’s school, for 
Copenhagen wields no earthly ferrule, and lies with many 
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of his pupils under grass in Kilmailie, and the little thatched 
academy, where we drowsed in summer, and choked in 
winter in the smoke of our own individual peats, is but a 
huddle of stones, hidden by nettles, humbled in the shade 
of the birch-tree from which old Copenhagen culled the 
pliant and sibilant switch for our more noisy than un- 
pleasant castigation. But there, persistent as are the 
roads old hunters made upon the hills of long ago, as are 
the ways our fathers went to market through glens for 
years untenanted, was the path we youngsters made 
between the highway and old Copenhagen’s school ! 

Is it conceivable, I ask my old companions of that 
hillside seminary, that Copenhagen should be dead ? 
That a time should come when his thin, long, bent figure, 
carried on one of his own legs and one (as went our tra- 
dition) cut from an ash in the wood of Achnatra, should 
dart about the little school no more, and his tales of 
Nelson and the sea be all concluded ? 

He had been twenty years in the Navy, and had seen 
but a single engagement—the one that gave him his 
by-name, and cost him his leg. He came home with a 
pension, and settled in his native parish. He was elderly ; 
he was—as we should think it now—ill-educated ; he was 
without wife or child of his own; he had at times the 
habit of ran-dan, as we call a convivial rollicking. Heaven 
plainly meant him for a Highland school, and so he 
opened one—this same, so lowly to-day among the nettles. 
Of the various things he taught, the most I can remember 
(besides reading, which came, I fear, more by nature than 
by Copenhagen’s teaching) was the geography of the 
Baltic, the graphic fact that Horatio Nelson nearly always 
wore a grey surtout, three ways of tying knots, and a song 
of epic character called ‘‘ The Plains of Waterloo.’”’ What 
would perhaps be called a ‘‘ special subject ’’ nowadays 
was the art he taught us of keeping birds from cherry-trees. 
The cherry-trees grew as the front of Copenhagen’s 
bachelor dwelling-house, half a mile from the school. 
When the fruit reddened, every scholar in the school (we 
numbered twelve or fourteen) rose at dawn for days and 
sat below the cherry-trees chanting a Gaelic incantation 
that never failed to keep away the predatory thrush. 
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The odd thing was that Copenhagen, in spite of these 
precautions, never got a single cherry, and did not seem 
to care. We ate the cherries as they ripened, relieving 
each other alternately of the incantation; he came out 
to praise us for our industry, and never cast a glance 
aloft. 

The fees for Copenhagen’s college were uncertain—not 
only in payment, but in amount. When our parents asked 
him what was to pay for Bob or Sandy, the antique pen- 
sioner blew his nose with noisy demonstration, and in- 
variably answered, “‘ We don’t know what we'll need till 
we see what we'll require.” His requirements were 
manifestly few, for three-fourths of the pupils contributed 
nothing to the upkeep of the school but a diurnal peat in 
winter, and the others had their fees wholly expended on 
pens and paper for themselves when the flying stationer 
came round twice a year. 

We grew to like and to respect old Copenhagen, knowing 
nothing of his ran-dans, that were confined to the town six 
miles away, and never were allowed to interfere with his 
duty to his pupils. He made no brilliant scholars, but he 
gave us a thousand pleasant, droll, and kindly memories 
that go far as a substitute for a superficial knowledge of 
Greek. I would myself have learned the cutlass from him, 
being the oldest of the pupils and the likeliest to make a 
good practitioner of that noble marine weapon ; but, un- 
happily, I left the school and started my career in town the 
very day he had unearthed the sword and brought it forth 
for my first lesson. 

It was there I learned that Copenhagen was the church 
precentor, and had his little vices, whereof our folks at 
home, with wisdom and delicacy, had never given us a hint. 
He used to come down to town each Sunday in a pair of 
tightly-strapped breeches, a black surtout, and what we 
called a three-storey hat. The preacher chose the psalm, 
but it was Copenhagen chose the tune. He had but half 
a dozen airs in all his repertory—Selma, Dundee, Martyr- 
dom, Coleshill, and Dunfermline, and what he called “ yon 
one of my own.” I have sometimes been to the opera 
since ; I fear, from knowledge gained by that experience, 
that the old man was not highly gifted for vocalism. 
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Invariably he started on too high a key, and found that he 
had done so only when a bar or two was finished. With 
imperturbability unfailing, he just stopped short, and, 
leaning over his desk, said to the congregation, ‘‘ We’ll 
have another try atit, lads!” The service was an English 
one, but this touching confidence was in Gaelic, and 
addressed particularly to the men who, married or single, 
sat apart from the women. 

While Copenhagen still led the praise to Coleshill and 
“yon one of his own,”’ a pestilent innovator came to the 
place who knew music, and, unhappily, introduced a band 
of enterprising youths to the mysteries of harmony. He 
taught them bass and alto, and showed them how the 
melody of Dundee and Coleshill could be embellished and 
improved by those. The first Sunday these vocalists 
started to display their new art in the church, Copenhagen 
stopped in the middle of a verse to make a protest. 

“Tl have none of your boom-boom singing here to put 
me all reel-rall,’’ said he, ‘‘ nor praising of the Lord with 
such theatricals,’”’ then baffled them by changing the air 
to ‘‘ yon one of his own.” 

A bachelor by prejudice and conviction, he liked to hear 
of marriages, and when the “cries ’’ were read he had for 
long—until a new incumbent made a protest—a cheerful, 
harmless habit of crying at the end of the announcement, 
“T have no objections to’t whatever.” 

The new incumbent was less tolerant than his prede- 
cessor ; to him was due the old man’s retirement from the 
office of conductor of the psalmody. He would not coun- 
tenance the ran-dans, nor consent to the perpetuation of 
Copenhagen’s ancient manners in the precentor’s desk. 
First of all he claimed the right of intimating the tunes as 
well as the psalms to be sung to them, and sought thereby 
to put an end to the unseemly “ yon one of my own” ; 
but Copenhagen started what air he pleased, no matter 
- what was intimated, and more often than before it was his 
own creation. Then were thrust upon the old man wooden 
boards with the names of half a dozen psalm tunes printed 
on them. They were to be displayed in front of the desk 
as required, and thus save all necessity for any verbal 
intimation. But Copenhagen generally showed them 
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upside down, and still maintained his vested rights to 
start what airs he chose. “‘I think we agreed on Martyr- 
dom in the vestry,’ said the minister once, exasperated 
into a protest in front of the congregation when Copen- 
hagen started ‘“‘ yon one.” ‘“‘ So we did, so we did—I mind 
fine ; but I shifted my mind,” said Copenhagen, looking 
up, and cleared his throat to start again. ‘“‘ Upon my 
word,’ said he to sympathisers in the afternoon, ‘‘ upon my 
word the man’s a fair torment !”’ » 

Old Copenhagen’s most notable ran-dans were after he 
had demitted office as musician, out of patience at last with 
the ‘torment.’ They were such guileless, easily induced 
excesses, so marked by an incongruous propriety, that I 
hesitate to speak of them as more than innocent exhilara- 
tions. *Twas then his surtout was most spick and span, 
his manner most urbane and engaging. The poorest 
gangrel who addressed him on the highway then was “ sir ”’ 
to Copenhagen, and a boy had but to look at him to be 
assured of a halfpenny. His timber leg went tapping over 
the causeways then with an illusive haste, for it was Copen- 
hagen’s wish to be thought a man immersed profoundly in 
affairs. He spoke in his finest English (reserved for 
moments of importance) of the Admiralty, and he never 
entered the inn without having in his hand a large packet 
of blue envelopes tied with a boot-lace, to suggest impor- 
tant and delicate negotiations with some messenger from 
the First Lord. Once, I remember, he came out of the inn 
with a suspicious-looking bulge in the tail-pocket of his 
surtout. As he passed the Beenickie and Jock Scott and 
me standing at the factor’s corner, and punctiliously 
returned the naval salute he always looked for from his 
own old pupils, a ‘‘ Glenorchy pint ”’ (as it was called) fell 
out of his pocket in the street, without suffering any 
damage. He never paused a moment or looked round, 
and the Beenickie cried after him, “ You have dropped 
something, Mr Bain.” “It is just a trifle, lads,’’ he an- 
swered without looking back; “TI will get it when I 
return,’ and pursued his way to his house, six miles away. 
He was ashamed, I suppose, of the exposure. 

Another time—on the night of St John’s, when the local 
Freemasons had their flambeau march, and every boy who 
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carriéd a torch got threepence on production of its stump 
the following day (which induced some to cut their stumps 
in two, and so get sixpence)—I saw old Copenhagen falling 
down an outside stair. I hastened to his assistance, 
suffering sincere alarm and pity for my ancient dominie. 
He was, luckily, little the worse. “I was coming down in 
any case, John,” said he benignly. “Man! I am always 
vexed I never learned you the fencing with the cutlass, for 
you were a promising lad.” “I am sorry too, Mr Bain,” 
said I, though indeed I could not see that a clerk in a law 
office would find the accomplishment in question of much 
use to him. “I knew your Uncle Jamie,’ he added. 
“Him and me was pretty chief. You will say nothing 
about my bit of a glide, John: I was coming down at any 
rate, I assure you.” 

I should like my last reminiscence of old Copenhagen to 
be more reputable, for his own last words in gossiping of 
any one, no matter how foolish or vile, were always gener- 
ous. And I recall a day when he came from his distant 
seminary through deep drifts of snow to the town to post 
a letter that he wished me to revise first. The ‘ Courier’ 
of the week was full of tales of misery among our troops in 
the Crimean trenches, and Copenhagen’s sympathies were 
fired. His letter was a suggestion to the Admiralty that 
in these times of stress it might help my Lords a little if they 
were relieved of the payment of the pension of Archibald 
Bain, late of H.M.S. Elephant. He was very old, and frail, 
and tremulous in these days ; his hand of write would have 
sorely puzzled any one but me, who knew so well its eccen- 
tricities. His folly touched me to the core ; I knew his 
object, but for the life of me I could not read his letter. 

“T think it would be a mistake to send it, Mr Bain,” I 
said, when he explained. 

“ Havers!” said he. “ What I want you to tell me is if 
it is shipshape and Bristol fashion, eh ? and not likely to 
give offence. Read it, man, read it!” 

“ Read it out to me yourself, Mr Bain,” I stammered, 
“the thing’s beyond me.” 

He put on his spectacles and looked closely at his own 
scrawl. “I declare to you,” he said in a little, laughingly, 
“I declare to you I cannot read a word of her myself. 
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But no matter, John, we’ll just let her go as she stands ; 
they’re better scholars in London than what we are.”’ 

The letter went, but I never heard that the British 
Admiralty availed itself of an offer so unusual and kind. 

I thought of these things yesterday as I passed the ruins 
of Copenhagen’s school. How far, since then, have 
travelled the feet that trod there; how far, how weary, 
how humbled, how elate, how prosperous, how shamefully 
down at heel? Dear lads, dear girls, wherever you be, 
my old companions, were we not here in this poor place, 
among the hazel and the fern, most fortunate and happy ? 
Has the wide world we travel through for fame or fortune 
—or, better still, content—added aught to us of joy we 
did not have (at least in memory) in those irrecoverable, 
enduring, summer days? Now it is mist for ever on the 
hill, and the rain-rot in the wood, and clouds and cares 
chasing each other across our heavens, and flowers that 
flame from bud to blossom and smoulder into dust almost 
before we have caught their perfume ; then, old friends, 
we pricked our days out leisurely upon a golden calendar : 
the scent of the morning hay-fields seemed eternal. 
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Firty yards to the rear of the dwelling-house the studio 
half hid itself amongst young elms and laurel bushes, at 
its outside rather like a granary, internally like a chapel, 
the timbers of the roof exposed and umber-stained, with 
a sort of clerestory for the top light, a few casts of life- 
size statues in the corners, and two or three large bas- 
reliefs of Madonnas and the like by Donatello helping out 
the ecclesiastical illusion. It was the last place to associate 
with the sound of drums, and yet I sat for twenty minutes 
sometimes stunned, sometimes fascinated, by the uproar 
of asses’ skin. The sculptor who played might, by one 
less unconventional, be looked upon as seriously sacri- 
ficing his dignity in a performance so incongruous with 
his age and situation. But I have always loved the whim- 
sical; I am myself considered somewhat eccentric, and 
there is a rapport between artistic souls that permits— 
indeed, induces—some display of fantasy or folly when 
they get into each other’s society apart from the intolerant 
folks who would think it lunacy for a man of over middle 
age to indulge in the contre-dance of “ Petronella”’ at a 
harvest-home, or display any accomplishment with the 
jew’s-harp. 

Urquhart, at the time when I sat to him, was a man of 
sixty years or thereabout ; yet he marched up and down 
the floor of his workshop with the step of a hill-bred lad, 
his whole body sharing the rhythm of his beating, his 
clean-shaven face with the flush of a winter apple, the more 
noticeable in contrast with the linen smock he used as an 
overall while at work among his clay. The deep old- 
fashioned side-drum swinging at his groin seemed to have 
none of a drum’s monotony. It expressed (at all events 
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to me that have some fancy) innumerable ecstasies and 
emotions—alarms, entreaties, defiances, gaieties, and re- 
grets, the dreadful sentiment of forlorn hopes, the murmur 
of dubious battalions in countries of ambush. The sound 
of the drum is, unhappily, beyond typographical expres- 
sion, though long custom makes us complacently accept 
‘rat-a-tat-tat ’’ or “ rub-a-dub-dub ”’ as quite explanatory 
of its every phrase and accent ; but I declare the sculptor 
brought from it the very pang of love. Alternated with 
the martial uproar of rouses, retreats, chamades, and 
marches that made the studio shake, it rose into the clere- 
story and lingered in the shades of the umber roof, this 
gentle combination of taps and roulades, like the appeal 
of one melodiously seeking admission at his mistress’s 
door. 

“ You had no idea that I handled sticks so terrifically ? ”’ 
said he, relinquishing the instrument at last, and returning 
to his proper task of recording my lineaments in the 
preparatory clay. 

“You play marvellously, Mr Urquhart,” I said, as- 
tonished. ‘I had no idea you added the drum to your— 
to your accomplishments.” 

“Well, there you have me revealed—something of a 
compliment to you, I assure you, for I do not beat my 
drum for everybody. If I play well it is, after all, no 
wonder, for with a side-drum and a pair of sticks I earned 
a living for seven years and travelled among the most 
notable scenes of Europe.”’ 

“So?” I said, and, waited. He pinched the clay 
carefully to make the presentment of the lobe of my ear, 
and stood back from his work a moment to study the 
effect. 

“Yes,” he said, “few people know of it; and perhaps 
it is as well, for it might not be counted wholly to the 
credit of an R.S.A. if it were known ; but for seven years 
I played the side-drum in the ranks of the 71st. I played 
from Torres Vedras to the Pyrenees, at Vimiera, Corunna, 
Talavera, Busaco, Ciudad Rodrigo, Badajos, Quatre Bras, 
and Waterloo. Lord! the very names go dirling through 


my heart. They were happy days, I assure you, when I 
—when [-——’” 
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“ Thumped the skin,’’ I ventured foolishly, as he paused 
to make a line of some importance on my effigy. 

He corrected me with a vexed air. 

“Thumped, my dear sir, is scarcely the word I should 
use under the circumstances. That hackneyed verb of 
every dolt who has neither ear nor imagination should 
not be chosen by a fellow-artist, a man of letters, to 
describe the roll of the drum. My happiest days, as I was 
about to say, were when I carried Kildalton’s silver drum, 
for which this one is but an indifferent substitute.”’ 

“Well, at least,” said I lamely, “ the drummer of the 
71st has gone pretty far in another art than music.”’ 

“It is very good of you to say so,” remarked Urquhart, 
with quiet dignity and an old-fashioned bow. ‘I trust, 
by-and-by, with assiduity to become as good a sculptor as 
I was a drummer.” 

“How did you happen to join the Army? ”’ I asked, 
anxious to have him follow up so promising an introduction. 

“Because I was a fool. Mind, I do not regret it, for I 
had at the same time, in my folly, such memorable and 
happy experiences as quite improperly (as you might 
think) never come to the doorstep of the very wise. Still, 
I joined the Army in a fool’s escapade, resenting what 
seemed to me the insufferable restrictions of a Scottish 
manse. My father was incumbent of a parish, half High- 
land, half Lowland. At sixteen I came home from Edin- 
burgh and my first session of the University there ; at 
sixteen and a half I mutinied against sixpence a week of 
pocket-money and the prospect of the Divinity Hall for 
one (as I felt) designed by Heaven for Art, and with a 
borrowed name and an excellently devised tale of orphan- 
hood, took a bounty in the territorial regiment. They 
put me to the drums. They professed to find me so well 
suited there that they kept me at them all the time I was 
a King’s man, in spite of all my protests, and there, if you 

-are in the mood for a story, I had an experience. 

“The corps had two drums of silver, one of which was 
entrusted to me. They were called ‘ Kildalton’s drums,’ 
in compliment to their donor, from whose lands no fewer 
than four companies of the 71st had been embodied. 
They were handsome instruments, used only for stately 
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occasions, and mine, at least, so much engaged my fancy 
that I liked to keep it shining like a mirror ; and the cords 
and tassels of silk—pleated, as we were told, by Kildalton’s 
daughter—appealed so much to the dandiacal in me, I 
fretted to have them wet on a parade. You can fancy, 
therefore, my distress when my darling was subjected to 
the rough work and hazards of the sack of Ciudad Rodrigo. 

‘Our corps on that occasion was in the Light Division. 
While Picton’s men, away to our left and nearer the river, 
were to attack the great breach made in the ramparts by 
our guns on the Tessons, we were to rush into a lesser 
breach farther east. The night was black and cold to 
that degree I could not see the fortress at a hundred yards, 
and could scarcely close my fingers on the drum-sticks as 
I beat for the advance of Napier’s storming party. The 
walls we threatened burst in tongues of flame and peals of 
thunder. Grape-shot tore through our three hundred as 
we crossed the ditch; but in a moment we were in the 
gap, the bayonets busy as it were among wine-skins, the 
footing slimy with blood, and a single drum (my comrade 
fell mortally wounded in the ditch) beat inside the walls 
for the column outside to follow us.” 

“Yes, yes,” I said, impatient, for Urquhart drew back 
abstracted, checking his tale to survey the effect of his 
last touch upon my eyebrows. 

He smiled. 

“Why,” said he, “I hardly thought it would interest 
you,’ and then went on deliberately. 

“T need not tell you,” he said, “how quick was our 
conquering of the French, once we had got through the 
walls. My drum was not done echoing back from Sierra 
de Francisca (as I think the name was), when the place 
was ours. And then—and then—there came the sack ! 
Our men went mad. These were days when rapine and 
outrage were to be expected from all victorious troops ; 
there might be some excuse for hatred of the Spaniard on 
the part of our men, whose comrades, wounded, had been 
left to starve at Talavera—but surely not for this. They 
gorged with wine, they swarmed in lawless squads through 
every street and alley; swept through every dwelling, 
robbing and burning ; the night in a while was white with 
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fires, and the town was horrible with shrieks and random 
musket-shots and drunken songs, 

“Some time in the small hours of the morning, trying 
to find my own regiment, I came with my drum to the head 
of what was doubtless the most dreadful street that night 
in Europe. It was a lane rather than a street, unusually 
narrow, with dwellings on either side so high that it had 
some semblance to a mountain pass. At that hour, if you 
will credit me, it seemed the very gullet of the Pit: the far 
end of it in flames, the middle of it held by pillagers who 
fought each other for the plunder from the houses, while 
from it came the most astounding noises—oaths in English 
and Portuguese, threats, entreaties, and commands, the 
shrieks of women, the crackling of burning timber, occasion- 
ally the firing of weapons, and through it all, constant, sad 
beyond expression, a deep low murmur, intensely melan- 
choly, made up of the wail of the sacked city. 

“‘ As I stood listening some one called out, ‘ Drummer !’ 

“IT turned, to find there had just come up a general 
officer and his staff, with a picket of ten men. The General 
himself stepped forward at my salute and put his hand 
on my drum, that shone brightly in the light of the 
conflagrations. 

““* What the deuce do you mean, sir,’ said he with heat, 
‘by coming into action with my brother’s drum? You 
know very well it is not for these occasions.’ 

““*The ordinary drums of the regiment were lost on 
Monday last, sir,’ I said, ‘when we were fording the 
Agueda through the broken ice.’ And then, with a happy 
thought, I added, ‘ Kildalton’s drums are none the worse 
for taking part in the siege of Ciudad Rodrigo. This was 
the first drum through the walls.’ 

‘‘He looked shrewdly at me and gave a little smile. 
‘H’m,’ he muttered, ‘ perhaps not, perhaps not, after all. 
My brother would have been pleased, if he had been alive, 

to know his drums were here this night. Where is the other 
" one? si 

‘““* The last I saw of it, sir,’ I answered, ‘ was in the ditch, 
and Colin Archibald, corporal, lying on his stomach over 
it.’ 

fi Deade.% 
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‘** Dead, I think, sir.’ 

“«H’m!’ said the General. ‘I hope my brother’s 
drum’s all right, at any rate.’ He turned and cried up the 
picket. ‘I want you, drummer,’ he said, ‘ to go up that 
lane with this picket, playing the assembly. You under- 
‘stand? These devils fighting and firing there have already 
shot at three of my officers, and are seemingly out of their 
wits. We will give them a last chance. I don’t deny there 
is danger in what I ask you to do, but it has to be done. 
The men in there are mostly of Pack’s Portuguese and the 
dregs of our own corps. If they do not come out with you 
I shall send in a whole regiment to them and batter their 
brains out against the other end, if the place is, as I fancy, 
a cul-de-sac. March!’ 

““T went before the picket with my drum rattling and 
my heart in my mouth. The pillagers came round us 
jeering, others assailed us more seriously by throwing from 
upper windows anything they could conveniently lay hand 
on (assuming it was too large or too valueless to pocket), 
but we were little the worse till in a lamentable moment of 
passion one of the picket fired his musket at a window. A 
score of pieces flashed back in response, and five of our 
company fell, while we went at a double for the end of the 
lane. 

““* By Heaven !’ cried the sergeant when we reached it, 
“here’s a fine thing!’ The General had been right—it 
was a cul-de-sac! There was nothing for us then but to 
return. 

“You have never been in action ; you cannot imagine,” 
Urquhart went on, “‘the exasperating influence of one 
coward in a squad that is facing great danger. There were 
now, you must know, but six of us, hot and reckless with 
anger, and prepared for anything—all but one, and he was 
in the fear of death. As I went before the picket drumming 
the assembly and the sergeant now beside me, this fellow 
continually kicked my heels, he kept so close behind. I 
turned my head, and found that he marched crouching, 
obviously eager to have a better man than himself shelter- 
ing him from any approaching bullet. 

“* You cowardly dog!’ I cried, stepping aside, ‘ come 
out from behind me and die likea man!’ I could take my 
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oath the wretch was sobbing! It made me sick to hear 
him, but I was saved more thought of it by the rush of 
some women across the lane, shrieking as they ran, with 
half a company at least of Portuguese at their heels. With 
a shout we were after Pack’s scoundrels, up a wide pend 
close (as we say in Scotland) that led into a courtyard, 
where we found the valorosas prepared to defend the 
position with pistol and sword. A whole battalion would 
have hesitated to attack such odds, and I will confess we 
swithered fora moment. A shot came from the dark end 
of the entry and tore through both ends of my drum. 

“““We’re wretched fools to be here at all,’ said lily-liver, 
plainly whimpering, and at that I threw down my outraged 
instrument, snatched his musket from him, and charged 
up the close with the other four. The Portuguese ran like 
rabbits ; for the time, at least, the women were safe, and I 
had a remorse for my beloved drum. 

“T left the others to follow, hurried into the lane, and 
found the poltroon was gone, my drum apparently with 
him. Ciudad Rodrigo was darker now, for the fires were 
burning low. It was less noisy, too; and I heard half- 
way up the lane the sound of a single musket-shot. I ran 
between the tall tenements ; the glint of bright metal filled 
me with hope and apprehension. A man lay in the gutter 
beside my drum, and a Portuguese marauder, who fled 
at my approach, stood over him with a knife. 

“The man in the gutter was the General, with his 
brother’s drum slung to him, and the sticks in his hands, 
as if he had been playing. He was unconscious, with a 
bullet through his shoulder.” 


These 


URQUHART stopped his tale again, to wheel round the 
platform on which I sat, so as to get me more in profile. 

‘“‘ This looks marvellously like stuff for a story,” I said 
to him as he set to work again upon the clay. ‘‘ My pro- 
fessional interests are fully aroused. Please go on.” 

He smiled again. 

“Tam charmed to find you can be so easily entertained,” 
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saidhe. ‘‘ Afterall, whatisit ? Merely a trifling incident. 
Every other man who went through the Peninsular cam- 
paign came on experiences, I am sure, far more curious. 
My little story would have ended in the lane of Ciudad 
Rodrigo had not three companies of the 71st—mainly 
invalids after Badajos—been sent to Scotland for a whiff of 
their native air, and the fascination of recruits. I had got 
a spent ball in the chest at Badajos. I, too, had that gay 
vacation. I went with my silver drum to the county it 
came from. It was glorious summer weather. For three 
weeks we were billeted in the county town; for a fort- 
night I would not have changed places with King George 
himself.” 

“Mr Urquhart,” I said, “‘ I have a premonition. Here 
comes in the essential lady.’ 

The sculptor smiled. 

‘“‘ Here, indeed,” he said, ‘“‘ comes in the lady. There 
are, I find, no surprises for a novelist. We were one day 
(to resume my story) in the burgh square, where a market 
was being held, and hopes were entertained by our captain 
that a few landward lads might nibble at the shilling. 
Over one side of the square towered a tall whitewashed 
house of many windows; and as J, with a uniform tunic 
that was the pride of the regimental tailor, five feet eleven, 
twenty-one years of age, and the vanity of a veteran, 
played my best to half a dozen fifes, I noticed the lady at a 
window—the only window in all that massive house-front 
to manifest any interest in our presence or performance. 
I turned my silver drum a little round upon my leg that it 
might reflect more dazzlingly the light of the afternoon 
sun, and threw into my beats and rolls the most graceful 
style that was at my command, all the while with an eye 
on madam. It was my youthful conceit that I had caught 
her fancy when, a little later—our sergeants busy among 
the rustics—she came out from the house and over where 
Isat apart beside my drum on the steps of the market cross. 
She was younger than myself, a figure so airy and graceful, 
you would swear that if she liked she could dance upon 
blue-bells without bruising a petal ; she had hair the colour 
of winter bracken in sunshine, and the merriest smile. 

““* Excuse me,’ said she, ‘ but I must look at the darling 
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drum-—the sweet drum,’ and caught the silken cords in her 
fingers, and ran a palm of the daintiest hand I had ever 
seen over the shining barrel. 

“T thought she might, with more creditable human 
sentiment, have had less interest in my drum and more in 
me, but displayed my instrument with the best grace I 
could command. 

““*Do you know why I am so interested ?’ she asked 
in a little, looking at me out of deep brown eyes in which 
I saw two little red-coated drummers, a thing which gave 
me back my vanity and made me answer her only with a 
smile. Her cheek for the first time reddened, and she 
hurried to explain. ‘They are Kildalton’s drums. Mr 
Fraser of Kildalton was my father, who is dead, and my 
mother is dead too; and I pleated and tied these cords 
and tassels first. How beautifully you keep them ! ’ 

““* Well, Miss Fraser,’ said I, ‘I assure you I could not 
keep them better if I tried; but, after this, I shall have a 
better reason than ever for keeping them at their best,’ a 
soldier’s speech she smiled at as she turned away. As she 
went into the tall white house again she paused on the 
threshold and looked back for a moment at me, smiling, 
and for the first time since I took the bounty I rued my 
bargain, and thought I was meant for something more 
dignified than drumming. From that hour I lived in the 
eyes of Kildalton’s daughter Margory. Once a week we 
went fifing and drumming through the square. She was 
on these occasions never absent from her window ; there 
was never a smile awanting for the smart young gentleman 
who beat the silver drum. A second and a third time she 
came into the square to speak to me. I made the most of 
my opportunities, and she was speedily made to discover 
in the humble drummer a fellow of race and education, 
a fellow with a touch of poetry, if you please. She was an 
orphan, as I have indicated—the ward of an uncle, a 
_ general, at the time abroad. She lived on the surviving 
fortune of Kildalton, in the tall white house, with an elderly 
aunt and a servant. At our third interview—we have a 
way of being urgent in the Army—she had trysted to meet 
me that evening in the wood behind the town. 

‘“‘ Let me do the girl justice, and say that the drum of 
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Kildalton brought her there, and not the drummer. At 
least, she was at pains to tell me so, for I had mentioned 
to her, with some of the gift of poetry I have mentioned, 
how infinitely varied were the possibilities of an instrument 
she would never have a proper chance to judge of in the 
routine of a fife-and-drum parade. 

‘““ My billet was at the back of the town, on the verge of 
a wood, with the window of my room opening on a sort 
of hunting-path that went winding through the heart of 
what I have called a wood, but was in actual fact a forest 
of considerable dimensions. I went out by the window 
that evening with my drum, and walked, as had been 
arranged, about a mile among the trees till I came to a 
narrow glen that cleft the hills, a burn of shallow water 
from the peaty uplands bickering at the bottom of it. A 
half moon swung like a halbert over the heights that were 
edged by enormous fir-trees, and the wood was melancholy 
with the continuous call of owls. They were soon silenced, 
for I began to play the silver drum. 

“T began with the reveille, though it was a properer 
hour for the tattoo, playing it lightly, so that while it 
silenced the hooting owls it did not affright the whole 
forest. She came through the trees timidly, clothed, as 
I remember, in a gown of green. She might have been the 
spirit of the pine-plantings; she might have been a 
dryad charmed from the swinging boughs. ‘ Margory ! 
Margory!’ I cried, my heart more noisy than my drum 
had been, and clasped her to my arms. ‘ Here’s a poor 
drummer, my dear,’ I said, ‘and you a queen. If you do 
not love me you were less cruel to take this dirk and stab 
me to the heart than act the heartless coquette.’ 

“She faintly struggled. Her hair fell loose in a lock 
or two from under her hat, surged on her shoulder, and 
billowed about my lips. Her cheek was warm ; her eyes 
threw back the challenge of the silver moon over the tops 
of pine. 

“For a young gentleman from a kirk manse, Master 
Drummer, you have considerable impertinence,’ said she, 
panting in my arms. 

‘“““ My name, dear Margory, is George, as I have told 
you,’ I whispered, and I kissed her. 
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“““George, dear George,’ said she, ‘have done with 
folly! Let me hear the drumming and go home.’ 

“I swung her father’s drum again before me and gave, 
in cataracts of sound, or murmuring cascades, the senti- 
ments of my heart. 

“* Wonderful! Oh, wonderful!’ she cried, entranced ; 
so I played on. 

“The moon went into a cloud; the glade of a sudden 
darkened ; I ceased my playing, swung the drum again 
behind, and turned for Margory. 

““ She was gone ! 

“T cried her name as I ran through the forest, but truly 
she was gone.” 

Urquhart stopped his story and eagerly dashed some 
lines upon the clay. ‘‘ Pardon!” he said. ‘“‘ Just like 
that, fora moment. Ah! that is something like it!” 

‘Well, well! ’’ I cried. ‘‘ And what followed ? ”’ 

“‘T think—indeed, I know—she loved me, but—I 
went back to the war without a single word from her 
again.” 

“Oh, to the deuce with your story !’’ I cried at that, 
impatient. ‘‘I did not bargain for a tragedy.” 

“In truth it is something of a farce, as you shall dis- 
cover in a moment,” said the sculptor. ‘‘ Next day the 
captain sent for me. ‘Do you know General Fraser ?’ 
said he, looking at a letter he held in his hand. I told him 
I had not the honour. ‘ Well,’ said he, ‘ it looks as if the 
family had a curious penchant for the drum, to judge from 
the fact that his brother gave yours to the regiment, and 
also ’—here he smiled slyly—‘ from the interest of his 
niece. He is not an hour returned from Spain to his native 
town when he asks me to send you with your drum to his 
house at noon.’ 

““WVery good, sir,’ I answered, with my heart thunder- 
ing, and went out of the room most hugely puzzled. 

‘*T went at noon to the tall white house, and was shown 
into a room where sat Margory, white to the lips, beside 
the window, out of which she looked after a single hopeless 
glance at me. A middle-aged gentleman in mufti, with an 
empty sleeve, stood beside her, and closely scrutinised 
myself and my instrument as I entered. 
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‘** This is the—the person you have referred to?’ he 
asked her, and she answered with a sob and an inclination 
of her head. 

‘““* You have come—you are reputed to have come of a 
respectable family,’ he said then, addressing me; ‘ you 
have studied at Edinburgh; you have, I am told, some 
pretensions to being something of a gentleman.’ 

‘“*T hope they are no pretensions, sir,’ I answered 
warmly. ‘ My people are as well known and as reputable 
as any in Argyll, though I should be foolishly beating a 
drum.’ 

“* Very good,’ said he, in no way losing his composure. 
‘T can depend on getting the truth from you, I suppose ? 
You were with the 71st as drummer at Ciudad Rodrigo ? ’ 

““* T was, sir,’ I replied. ‘ Also at Badajos, at Talavera, 
Busaco 

“© An excellent record!’ he interrupted. ‘I might have 
learned all about it later had not my wound kept me two 
months in hospital after Ciudad. By the way, you re- 
member being sent as drummer with a picket of men down 
a lane?’ 

“T started, gave a careful look at him, and recognised 
the General whose life I had doubtless saved from the 
pillaging Portuguese. 

““*T do, sir,’ I answered. ‘It was you yourself who 
sent me.’ 

“He turned with a little air of triumph to Margory. 
‘I told you so, my dear,’ said he. ‘I got but a distant 
glimpse of him this forenoon, and thought I could not be 
mistaken.’ And Margory sobbed. 

““*My lad,’ he said, visibly restraining some emotion, 
“TI could ask your drum-major to take the cords of Kil- 
dalton my brother’s drum and whip you out of a gallant 
corps. I sent you with a picket—a brave lad, as I thought 
any fellow should be who played Kildalton’s drum, and 
you came back a snivelling poltroon. Nay—nay!’ he 
cried, lifting up his hand and checking my attempt at an 
explanation. ‘ You came out of that infernal lane whim- 
pering like a child, after basely deserting your comrades 
of the picket, and made the mutilated condition of your 
drum the excuse for refusing my order to go back again, 
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su I; like a fool, lost a limb in showing you how to do your 
uty.’ 

“* But, General ’ T cried out. 

“* Be off with you!’ he cried. ‘Another word, and I 
shall have you thrashed at the triangle.’ 

“He fairly thrust me from the room, and the last I 
heard was Margory’s sobbing. 

“Next day I was packed off to the regimental depot, 
and some weeks later played a common drum at Sala- 
manca.”’ 


The sculptor rubbed the clay from his hands and took 
off his overall. 

“That will do to-day, I think,” said he. ‘‘ I am much 
better pleased than I was yesterday,” and he looked at his 
work with satisfaction. 

“But the story, my dear Mr Urquhart. You positively 
must give me its conclusion ! ”’ I demanded. 

““ Why in the world should that not be its conclusion ? ”” 
said he, drawing a wet sheet over the bust. ‘‘ Would you 
insist on the hackneyed happy ending ? ”’ : 

“T am certain you did not take your quittance from the 
General in that way. Your surely wrote to Margory or to 
him with an explanation ?” 

The sculptor smiled. 

“Wrote!” cried he. ‘Do you think that so obvious 
an idea would not occur tome? But reflect again, I pray 
you, on the circumstances,—an obscure and degraded 
drummer—the daughter of one of the oldest families in the 
Highlands—the damning circumstantiality of her uncle’s 
evidence of my alleged poltroonery. My explanation was 
too incredible for pen and paper ; and the poltroon himself, 
the man who had brought the disgrace upon me, was 
beyond my identification, even had I known where to look 
for him,” 

“And yet, Mr Urquhart,” I insisted, all my instincts as 
romancer assuring me of some other conclusion to a tale 
that had opened on a note so cheerful, ‘‘ I feel sure it was 
neither a tragedy nor a farce in the long-run.”’ 

“ Well, you are right,’”’ he confessed, smiling. “‘ It was 
my drum that lost me the lady before ever I met her, as it 
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were, and it was but fair that my drum should be the means 
of my recovering her ten years later. A reshuffling of the 
cards of fortune in my family brought me into a position 
where I was free to adopt the career of Art, and by-and-by 
I had a studio of my own in Edinburgh. It was the day of 
the portrait bust in marble. To have one’s own effigy in 
white, paid for by one’s own self, in one’s own hall, was, in 
a way, the fad of fashionable Edinburgh. It was profitable 
for the artist, I admit, but—but a 

“ But it palled,” I suggested. 

‘““ Beyond belief! I grew to hate the appearance of every 
fresh client, and it was then that I sought the solace of 
this drum. When a sitter had gone for the day I drummed 
the vexation out of me, feeling that without some such 
relief I could never recover a respect for myself. And by- 
and-by I began to discover in the instrument something 
more than a relief for my feelings of revolt against the 
commercial demands on my art. I found in it an inspira- 
tion to rare emotions: I found in it memory. I found, 
in the reveilles and chamades that I played in fields of 
war and in the forest to my Margory, love revived and 
mingled with a sweet regret, and from these—memory, 
regret, and love—I fashioned what have been my most 
successful sculptures. 

“One day a gentleman came with a commission for his 
own portrait. It was General Fraser! Of course, he did 
not recognise me. Was it likely he should guess that the 
popular sculptor and the lad he had sent in disgrace from 
the tall white house in the distant Highland burgh town 
were one? Nor did I at first reveal myself. Perhaps, 
indeed, he would never have discovered my identity had 
not his eyes fallen on my drum. 

“*You have had a military subject lately?’ he said, 
indicating the instrument. 

“No, General,’ I answered on an impulse. ‘That is a 
relic of some years of youthful folly when I played Kil- 
dalton’s silver drum, and it serves to solace my bachelor 
solitude.’ 

““ Heavens!’ he cried; ‘ you, then, are the drummer 
of Ciudad Rodrigo ? ’ 

““The same,’ I answered, not without a bitterness. 
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‘But a very different man from the one you imagine.’ 
And then I told my story. He listened in a curious ming- 
ling of apparent shame, regret, and pleasure, and when I 
had ended was almost piteous in his plea for pardon. ‘ The 
cursed thing is,’ he said, ‘that Margory maintains your 
innocence till this very day.’ 

“““That she should have that confidence in me,’ said I, 
“is something of a compensation for the past ten years. 
I trust Miss Margory—I trust your niece is well.’ 

““The General pondered for a moment, then made a 
proposition. 

“*T think, Mr Urquhart,’ said he, ‘ that a half-winged 
old man is but a poor subject for any sculptor’s chisel, and, 
with your kind permission, I should prefer to have a 
portrait of Miss Margory, whom I can swear you will find 
quite worthy of your genius.’ 

“And so,” said Urquhart in conclusion, “‘ and so, indeed, 
she was.” 

“There is but one dénouement possible,” I said with 
profound conviction, and, as I said it, a bar of song rose 
in the garden, serene and clear and unexpected like the 
first morning carol of a bird in birchen shaws. Then the 
door of the studio flung open, and the singer entered, with 
the melody checked on her lips whenever she saw the un- 
expected stranger. She had hair the colour of winter 
bracken in sunshine, and the merriest smile. 

““My daughter Margory,” said the sculptor. ‘‘ Tell your 
mother,” he added, “‘ that I bring our friend to luncheon.” 


233 


Tt fe 9 On) a ele Cie ee ease 


SEVERAL years ago there was no figure more conspicuous 
on the boulevards of Paris at the fashionable hour than that 
of the dandy called le Pompadour écossais by the journals. 
He had what will command attention anywhere, but most 
of all in Paris—the mould of an Apollo, a tailor of genius, 
the money of a Monte Cristo, and above all, Mystery. In 
the speech of this tall, dark, and sober-visaged exquisite 
there was no hint of a foreign nationality. His French was 
perfect ; his idioms were correctly chosen ; only his title, 
Lord Balgowie, and a foible for the use of the checkered 
stuff his countrymen call tartan, in his waistcoats, pro- 
claimed that he was a Scot. That he should elect to spend 
his time in Paris seemed but natural to the boulevardiers : 
it is the only place for young gentlemen of spirit and the 
essential cash; but why should he feed himself like an 
anchorite while he surfeited his friends ? why, with such 
a gay exterior, should be allied a mind so sober, private 
character so blameless and austere? These problems 
exercised the speculations of the café tables all the summer. 

In the rue Adolphe Yvon, one of the most exclusive and 
expensive streets in Paris, near enough to the Bois de 
Boulogne to be convenient for morning exercise, but far 
enough removed to be without the surge and roar of the 
tides of life that beat there in the afternoons, the Pom- 
padour écossais had a mansion like a palace, where he 
entertained the fashionable world with the aid of a cook 
who seemed possessed of magic powers to startle and 
delight, a wine-cellar incredibly comprehensive, and a 
retinue of servants such as the President of the Republic 
himself could not command. If he dined at his house 
alone, he dined with all the grandiose formality of Lucullus ; 

234 


THE SCOTTISH: POMPADOUR 


if he patronised a restaurant, he must have his private 
cabinet and a menu unbelievingly extravagant. But 
strictly speaking, he never dined alone, either in the rue 
Adolphe Yvon, Voisin’s, or Paillard’s: he was invariably 
accompanied by a fellow-countryman, who was his secre- 
tary or companion—a fellow saturnine and cynical, who 
ate and drank voraciously, while his master was content 
with the simplest viands and a glass of water. 

They had come in spring to the Ville Lumiére, and 
stepped, as it were, from the wagon-lit of the P.L.M. train 
from the South into the very vortex of frivolity. You saw 
the Pompadour écossais in the morning riding in the Bois 
on a snowy Irish hunter, wearing garments of a tone and 
cut that promptly set the fashion to the gommeaux, with 
a boutonniére of orchids; driving his coach through the 
avenues of Versailles in the afternoon with a coat of gen- 
darme blue with golden buttons; at the clubs, the gal- 
leries, the opera, the cafés, the coulisses of the theatre— 
always the very latest cry in fashion, ever splendid and 
inscrutable! Withal, he never had so much as a sou in his 
pocket to buy a newspaper ; his secretary paid for all, and 
paid with nothing less than gold. Balgowie, arbiter of ele- 
gance, envied by young men for his style, was adored by 
the most fastidious and discerning women for his sensi- 
bility, which was curiously out of keeping with his life of 
waste. 

Quite as deeply interested in the Pompadour as any of 
the butterflies who fluttered round him in the rue Adolphe 
Yvon was a poor old widow, wholly unknown, in Scotland, 
for every Saturday she had a letter from her son, Bal- 
gowie’s secretary. She read of childish escapades, in- 
ordinate and unwholesome pleasures, reckless prodigality. 

““What a miserable life!’’ she would exclaim at the 
news of some fresh imbecility, as it seemed to her. “A 
hundred pounds for a breakfast! Five hundred pounds 
for a picture to a lady! Oh, Jamie, Jamie, what a 
master |!” 

She grieved, indeed, exceedingly about the sinful course 
of life in which her son was implicated, and more than once, 
for his soul’s sake, asked him to come back to Scotland, 
but always he temporised. With Lord Balgowie he en- 
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joyed a comfortable salary ; he had no profession at his 
hands, although he had had the best of educations, thanks 
to his parents’ self-denial, and he saw himself doomed for 
a term of years to follow the progress of his rakish patron. 

Her only comfort was in the shrewd and sober nature 
of his comments on his master’s follies. “I have looked 
at his manner of life in all ways, mother,’’ he wrote, “‘ and 
it seems to me deplorable. Once I had the notion to be 
wealthy for the sake of the independence and the power for 
good that money can command ; now I can see it has a 
cankering influence on the soul. I have gone with my 
lord to every part of Europe, looking for content and—in 
his own state—simple honesty, for friends to trust, and a 
creditable occupation for the mind. Nothing in all the 
capitals among the rich but idleness and riot and display, 
cunning intrigue, self-seeking, and calculation. Thank 
God that you're poor !”’ 

Not so very poor, though, for he sent her thirty shillings 
every week, a benefaction that enabled her to share among 
the really poor who were her neighbours. For years that 
sum had come to her with his letters every Saturday, often 
from towns whose names in their foreign spelling were un- 
known to her; a sense of opulence that caused her some 
uneasiness had more than once compelled her to protest. 
“Tam sure you deprive yourself,” she wrote, ‘“‘ and half 
that money would do me finely. You should be saving, 
laddie ; some day you will want to marry.” 

“Marry,” he wrote her back, incontinent ; ‘‘ I am here 
in a world of mannequins, and have yet to see the woman 
I could be happy to sit with in auld age by a Scottish 
fire.” 

But he was not always to be of that mind. One day her 
weekly letter held the fabulous sum of twenty pounds, 
and a hint of his infatuation for a lady he had met in Paris. 
His mother read his rhapsodies about the lass ; they were, 
she noticed, more about her wit and beauty than about her 
heart. And in his letter was an unfamiliar undertone of 
apprehension, secrecy, evasion, which her mother sense 
discerned. 


The Pompadour écossais rose one morning from his bed, 
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which once belonged to Louis Quatorze, in the rue Adolphe 
Yvon ; broke his fast on a bowl of coffee and a roll, and 
having dressed himself, as he always did, without a valet, 
with as much fastidiousness as if he were the Duke de 
Morny, rode for an hour in the wood, and later drove his 
English coach, with his English horses, English grooms, 
and English post-horn, out to the garden of St Germain. 
He was unusually resplendent, from his hat of silk, broad- 
brimmed, widely banded with bombazine, to high-heeled 
military shoes which seemed moulded to his feet, and had 
never known an unguent, but were polished daily to a fine 
dull lustre by the shin-bone of a deer. Upon his coat lapel 
was a green carnation that had cost a louis ; his secretary 
sat behind him on the box, a man of undistinguished pre- 
sence, wearing a sardonic smile ; on the seats behind him 
was a company of guests for whom the lord had sieved the 
most exclusive salons of the capital—Prevost and Chatran, 
Chelmonski the Napoleonic painter, Paul Delourade the 
poet, half a dozen women of the most impeccable repute, 
and among them Mathilde de Langan with her ponderous 
mother, who was overjoyed to think that, after years of 
fruitless strategy, she was like to find an eminently eligible 
son-in-law in Lord Balgowie. 

The girl was altogether lovely, exquisitely moulded, in 
the delicious gush of health and youthfulness, a miracle 
of grace with an aspect that recalled the pictures of 
Italian Madonnas ; a brow benign and calm, a little tender 
mouth designed rather for prayer than for kissing, eyes 
purple black, profound as wells and prone to an alluring 
pensiveness, 

They reached St Germain ; stabled the horses, lunched 
upon the terrace that looks widely over the plain of Paris ; 
obsequious silent servants hung about the tables; food 
and banter, wine and laughter, fruit and flowers engaged 
the company as it sat between the parterres, under awn- 
ings ; and apart a little, looking on with eyes that gleamed 
at times with furtive and malicious entertainment, sat the 


secretary. 
“That is a singular man of yours, milord,” remarked 
Mathilde, who sat beside the Pompadour. “I have never 


seen him smile but in derision.”’ 
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‘He is a man with a peculiar sense of humour,” said 
the Pompadour, regarding her with gravely tender eyes. 
‘“‘T should not be surprised if the whole interior of that 
apparently saturnine body is at this moment rumbling with 
laughter.”’ 

“Vraiment ? What should he be laughing at ? ’’ asked 
the lady, whose judicious mother with discreet considera- 
tion sought a wicker arm-chair, screened herself with a 

uite unnecessary sunshade, and prepared to nap. 

“At what he must think the folly of—of my quest for 
pleasure. He is, you know, my countryman, and the 
happy-starred among us find content and joy in the very 
cheapest, simplest entertainment. The cost of—of those 
flowers alone, perhaps he calculates at this moment, would 
suffice to keep his mother a fortnight.”’ 

““Mon Dieu! has he got a mother? ”’ said the lady 
airily. ‘To look at that rugged form and the square hard 
countenance, I would have thought he had been chipped 
from granite. But I hope the dear mother is not really 
hungry. Do you know her? ”’ 

“T am privileged to read her letters once a week,’’ said 
the Pompadour, 

“ That must be most amusing.”’ 

“It is at least instructive ; she has her own ideas of the 
life of fashion, and the character of le Pompadour.”’ 

“Does she laugh, too, internally ? ”’ 

“T fancy not,” said the Pompadour reflectively ; “I 
think it is more likely that she prays.” 

“How droll!”’ said the saintly lips. ‘‘ But I suppose 
it is the best that one can do when one is poor. If I were 
so rich as you, and derived so much edification from her 
epistles, I should give her money.” 

“More than she has from her son, who loves her, would 
make her miserable. Sixty years of strict frugality spoil 
the constitution for excess, and two guineas a week would 
make her as uncomfortable as one of Joseph’s dinners 
would.” 

“You, at least, do not show appreciation of your 
Joseph’s dinners ; you seem content with meagre soup and 
dry biscuits ; one might think you were a physician, and 
we the subjects of experiment in indigestion.” 
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Madame de Langan slept assuredly ; the egrets on her 
hat bobbed most grotesquely ; now and then she gurgled. 
The company had scattered, some to see the old home of 
the exiled James of England, some to walk on the forest 
fringes. 

“ Mathilde,” said the Pompadour in a whisper, taking 
her hand in his and bending towards her with a look of 
burning concentration. ‘‘ If I—if I were poor, could you 
love me?”’ 

She started, bit her lip at a certain gaucherie in the 
question, but did not withdraw her hand. ‘‘ I—I cannot 
say,’ she stammered; “isn’t that a point for the little 
mother ?’’ and she glanced at the sunshade hiding the 
ponderous sleeper. 

“T know! I know! I know!”’ said the Pompadour 
in afury of impatience. ‘ But this is our Scottish fashion ; 
first I must know from you, and then I shall consult your 
mother. Meanwhile, do you love me? ”’ 

“T have had no experience,” said the lady, not much 
embarrassed. ‘‘ You have not told me yet if you love me, 
which is, I understand, the customary ritual.” 

“ Mon Dieu !”’ said he in an excess of fervour, “‘ I’m in 
a flame of passion and worship of you,”’ and he crushed 
unconsciously her fingers in his two strong hands. 

She winced. ‘Oh, ce n'est pas gentil,”’ she exclaimed, 
pulling away her hand. “ You hurt me horribly.’’ Then 
she smiled up in his face, provocatively coquettish, whisper- 
ing, ‘‘ To-morrow,”’ for the other guests came trooping back 
upon the terrace. 

On the following evening, when the dark was falling 
upon Paris, and the lamps began to bloom along the boule- 
vards like flowers of fire, a little woman, simple, elderly, and 
timid, drove to the door of the mansion in the rue Adolphe 
Yvon, and asked to see his lordship’s secretary. 

“ He is from home, madam,”’ said the English servant, 
looking with curiosity at the homely figure. 

“From home!” she exclaimed, beset with fears, and 
realising now more poignantly than ever all the hazards 
of her scheme. ‘‘I must see him to-night; I am his 
mother.” 

‘He is meantime with his lordship at the restaurant of 
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Voisin,” said the domestic kindly. ‘‘ Will you come in and 
wait for him?” ae 

“Thank you, thank you!”’ she exclaimed ; “ but, if it 
were possible, I should like to see him now.”’ m1 

He put her in a cab, and gave the name of Voisin to the 
driver. 

Voisin’s, in the rue Cambon, is a quiet and unpretentious 
restaurant, dear to aristocratic Paris, since it looks so cheap 
and really is expensive. So quiet, so discreet, so restrained 
externally, men from the rural parts have been known to 
go boldly in, misapprehending, and before they had re- 
covered from the blinding radiance of its tables, ask for a 
brioche and a mug of beer. 

To-night it had, more speciously than usual, the aspect 
of a simple village inn: a hush prevailed ; its waiters 
moved about on list, and spoke in whispers ; le Pompadour 
écossais dined en prince upstairs with a merry company, 
in a chamber upon which the whole attention of the house 
was concentrated, from M. le Gérant down to the meanest 
kitchen scullion, for the evening’s entertainment was upon 
a scale of reckless cost. Nothing would satisfy this wonder- 
ful man to-night but curious foods far-borne from foreign 
lands, strange rare beverages, golden vessels that had only 
once or twice been used in the Tuileries in the last days of 
the Empire. If diamonds could be crushed and turned by 
some miracle of alchemy into a palatable bouillon, he, or 
properly his secretary, would have cheerfully paid the cost. 
In an alcove screened by palms a string quartette played 
the most sensuous music, so exquisitely modulated that 
it seemed deliberately designed to harmonise with rallies 
of wit and peals of laughter. 

Mathilde, who sat to the right of the host, and by her 
saintly aspect seemed at times incongruous with that com- 
pany of fashion’s fools, was for once silent, thoughtful, and 
demure. 

“You have not told me yet if I may hope,”’ said the 
Pompadour to her in a tender undertone, “ and we disperse 
in less than twenty minutes.” 

“ Hush !”’ she interrupted, with an impetuous jewelled 
hand upon his knee; “ your friend has his eye on us! 
That man makes me afraid—he looks so cold, so super- 
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cilious-!_ I hate to have a man regard me so who is con- 
vulsed with inside laughter, as you say ; he looks—more 
like a conscience than a human secretary !” 

Le Pompadour cast a glance across the room to the chair 
from which his secretary was at the moment summoned 
by a whispered message from the manager of the restaurant. 

“He is a student of life and men,” said he. “ It is his 
humour to put the follies of fashion underneath the micro- 
scope of a mind as searchingly analytical as a lens.” 

“T’m glad all Scots are not like that,” said the lady 
fervently. ‘‘ Now, you have the real French temperament, 
and the means to entertain it ; your secretary, were he as 
rich as you, I’m sure would be a skinflint.”’ 

“ There, I can swear, you misjudge him,” said the Pom- 
padour,—“ a man born unhappy, and spoiled for any useful 
purpose, I am sorry for him.”’ 

“Get rid of him—get rid of him!’ said the lady, with 
a cleverly simulated shudder. 

“What!” said the Pompadour, regarding her with 
surprise, seeing for the first time cruelty in the mild 


Madonna eyes. ‘‘ Upon the secretary’s stipend there 
depend, you know, the comforts of a poor old Scottish 
lady a 


“ There are so many openings for a perambulating con- 
science! Thosecanaille! Iam sure his frigid countenance 
spoils your appetite ; it would spoil mine—and you eat 
like a Trappist monk. Is that Scots too ?”’ 

“Gluttony is the one aristocratic vice to which I could 
never become accustomed,” he replied. “I was—I was 
once, as many here to-night would think, quite poor !”’ 

She started slightly, looked incredulous. ‘“ How pro- 
voking it must have been !”’ she said. 

“No,” he reflected soberly. “ Happiness—to speak 
platitude—has wonderfully little to do with a bank account. 
You look so good and wise I thought you had discovered 
that.” 

_ She answered with deliberate acidity— 

‘“T quite disagree. I, at all events, could never con- 
template poverty with equanimity.” 

“Not poverty,” he protested eagerly—“ not poverty ! 
The young, the earnest, and the hopeful know no poverty ; 
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they are not poor—where there is love,’’ and he searched 
her eyes as if his very life depended on discovering there a 
sign of her agreement with his sentiment. 

She glanced about her at the indications of the speaker’s 
wealth and prodigality, smiled cynically, tapped him with 
her fan. ‘‘ Farceur!”’ said she, “ now you are romantic, 
and to talk romance in seriousness is ridiculous.” 

Of a sudden he saw her what she really was—vain, cruel, 
calculating, parched in soul, despite her saintly face. He 
stared at her, almost stunned by disillusion, seeing the 
corruption of her nature rise like a scum upon the purple 
eyes. 

To the left of his chair the door of the reception salon 
opened at the moment, and a voice beyond it plucked 
him from the depths of his despondency. He rose, incred- 
ulous, and rushed into the room, where a little old woman, 
simple and abashed at her surroundings, stood beside the 


secretary. d 
‘Mother !’’ he exclaimed, with his arms around her, 
almost doubtful of her actual presence. “‘ I thought it was 


your wraith.” 
“T fear I come at an awkward time,” she said patheti- 
cally ; ‘“‘ but all alone in this strange city, what was I to 


“ T had—I had forgotten things. I have been play-acting, 
and the play is done! Was this ’’—and he turned to the 
pseudo-secretary—‘‘ was this a part of your entertain- 
ment, Lord Balgowie ? ” 

“Tt is a most effective curtain,” said the other, smiling 
kindly on the little woman; “but it was not, strictly 
speaking, in the manuscript. I am glad the play, as you 
say, is over ; for I had begun to think you took the part, 
in one respect, too seriously. I am honoured to meet you, 
madam ; you must be wearied after such a journey. Both 
of you go at once to the rue Adolphe Yvon, and I shall 
make the requisite apologies to the company.” 

He saw them to the street, and returned to join the 
guests. “‘ Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, with a manner 
they had never seen in him before, ‘‘ Le Pompadour has 
taken his leave @ l’anglais, and my little joke has termi- 
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nated-in the most dramatic fashion. I have long had a 
desire to see, as a spectator, what for a dozen years [ was 
under the absurd impression was a life of pleasure ; and, 
at the cost of paying the bills myself and lending my 
worthy young compatriot my name for a few months, I 
have had the most delicious and instructive entertainment. 
In many respects he filled the part of Lord Balgowie better 
than ever I could do; but two things rather spoiled his 
admirable presentation—a homely taste in viands, and his 
honest heart ! ” 
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‘Every man his boon companion, every man his maid,” 
they say in Argyll. Somewhere in the wide world are both 
the man and the maid, but not always do they come to 
your door. You may pass the maid at the market, never 
thinking she was meant to mother your bairns, and her 
lot thereafter may be over many hills, baking bannocks of 
oaten meal on another man’s hearth—that’s your ill- 
fortune ; the boon companion may wander by the change- 
house where you sit drinking late—drinking late and wait- 
ing to learn the very songs he knows, and he may never 
come that road again; but whether that is good for you 
or ill is the most cunning of God’s secrets. I could tell 
nine hundred tales and nine of boon companions who 
met the friend they were meant for, but I have still to 
learn the art of seeing the end from the beginning of any 
comradeship. 

This particular and ancient history that I am telling is 
a story that is to be heard on winter nights in the fir-wood 
bothies of Upper Loch Finne. It is the story of an affair 
that happened in the wild year before the beginning of the 
little wars of Lorn. 

Colkitto Macdonald and his Irishry and the Athol clans 
came, as the world knows, to Argyll, and carried the 
flambeau and the sword through every glen in the country- 
side. Into our peaceable neighbourhood, so harmless, so 
thriving and content, they marched on a winter’s end— 
wild bearded fellows, ravenous at the eyes, lean as starved 
roebucks, cruel as the Badenoch wolves. They put 
mother and child to the pike; the best men of all our 
Gaelic people found the hero’s death when standing up 
against these caterans, but uselessly. Carnus, Cladich, 
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and Knapdale are thick with green spots where Clan 
Diarmaid’s massacred people fell in the troubles. 

To that rich and beautiful country the spring of the 
year comes always with vigour for the young heart. One 
feels the fumes of myrtle and fir in the head like a strong 
wine. It is the season of longing and exploits, and, if 
adventure is not in the way, the healthy young blood will 
be stirred to love or manly comradeship. Then the eye 
is keenest for the right girl, or (it may happen) the boon 
companion comes by the right chance, and leads the one 
waiting for him into the highroads where magic is at 
every corner, and old care is a carle to snap a finger at. 
There are no meats so sappy, no drink so generous and 
hearty, no sleep so sound as in that age and time. 

It was in that season that the two men of my story met 
at a ceilidh, as we call a night gossiping, in a tacksman’s 
house in Maam. 

There had been singing of the true Gaelic songs and 
telling of Gaelic stories. <A fellow, Alan, sat in a dusky 
corner of the room with a girl, Ealasaid, and they had 
little heed of song or story, but whispered the sweet 
foolishnesses of their kind in a world of their own, till a 
man new over from Cowal—Ked John, by the by-name— 
stood to his feet and sang a Carrick ditty. 

““T never heard better,”’ said Alan in the girl’s ear, for 
the new man and his new song had cried them back to 
the company. 

‘‘Good enough, I’m not denying,” said she, ‘‘ but he 
looks slack; you never saw a man with a low lip so full 
and a laugh so round and ready who was not given to 
wandering.” 

‘Where from? ’’ asked young Alan, his eyes roving 
between the girl and the man singing. 

‘‘From—oh ! from good guidance,” said she, flushing ; 
‘‘from the plain ways of his more common and orderly 
neighbours—from the day’s work.” 

“The day’s work,” said Alan, ‘‘ had no great hold on 
my fancy, and still and on I’m not what one would call 
lazy. I wish, do you know, I could sing yon jovial gentle- 
man’s songs, and think life so humoursome as I’ll warrant 
a man with that laugh finds it.’’ 
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He learned Red John’s best songs before summer-time, 
for Red John was his boon companion. 

They wandered, the pair of them, day after day and 
dusk after dusk, in the way of good-fellowship, coming 
on many jovial adventures, gathering curious songs, 
meeting free-handed folk and bits of good fortune. They 
went many a time on the carouse of true comradery, and 
Alan, who should be loving a girl, sat with this merry 
Cowal man in wayside ale-houses, drinking starlight and 
the drug of the easy heart from earthen jars. 

“Could you come to meet me to-morrow?” once 
asked Ealasaid, finding her lover alone on his way to a 
new folly. She put a hand on his arm and leaned up 
against his side. 

““ Where would we go? ’’ he asked, tucking a loose lock 
of her hair behind her ear, less for his love of trimness 
than to get some occupation for his eyes. 

“It used to be enough that it was with me when I 
asked before,” said Ealasaid, staying his fingers; ‘“‘ but 
my cousin-german in Coillebhraid asks us up to curds and 
cream.” 

“‘ John and I are promised at a wrestling in the town,” 
he said ; “‘ would the next day pe 

The girl drew her screen about her like one smitten by a 
cold wind. 

“Alan, Alan! your worst friend !”’ said she. 

“The decentest lad in the world; he quarrels with 
none.” 

“ For cowardice.” 

“He understands me in every key.” 

““So much the readier can he make you the fool.” 

“ He has taught me the finest songs.” 

“To sing in the ale-house—a poor schooling, my 
dear!” 

“T never before saw the jollity of living.’ 

“It’s no flattery to one Ealasaid; has he said aught 
of the seriousness of death ? ”’ 

Nei: hummed the end of a verse and then laughed 
slyly. 

“Lass,” said he, ‘‘ does it make much differ that he 
thinks you the handsomest girl in the parish ? ”’ 
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“IT would sooner you yourself thought me the plainest, 
and yet had some pleasure in my company.” 

“Yesterday (on a glass), he said your eyes were the 
fullest, your hair the yellowest, your step the lightest, your 
face the sweetest in all real Argyll.” 

‘“ Then he’s the man who should be doing your courting,” 
said the girl, with a bitterness; and she went home 
sore-hearted. 

The days passed on birds’ feathers; the brackens 
coarsened in the gloomy places of the forest ; the young 
of bird and beast lost themselves in the tangled richness 
of the field and wood. No rains came for many days, and 
the sun, a gallant horseman, rode from hill to hill, feasting 
his eye on the glens he saw too seldom. 

In those hours the winds dozed upon the slimmest 
stem of heather; the burns, that for ordinary tear down 
our braes, bragging loud to the lip, hung back in friendly 
hollows under saugh-branch, rowan, and darach leaf ; 
“but a little sleep,” said they—‘‘a little sleep, that we 
may finish a dream we woke in the middle of,” and the 
grasshopper’s chirrup drowned their prayer. 

In their old fashion the glensfolk shifted for the time 
their homes to the shielings high up on the hills, in the 
breasts of the corries where are sappy levels that the 
heifers come to from the cropped glens like misers to a 
gentleman’s table. While their cattle on the long day 
ends tugged the crisp grasses, the people would come out 
of their bothies and huts and sit in a company, above them 
the openings between the hills, the silver dusk that never 
grew dark, and the prickle of stars. Then Red John 
carried himself among the company like a chief, full of 
bardachd,' of wit, of the most fairy music, so that even the 
girl whose lover he borrowed gave him credit for a 
warlock’s charm. 

It was not the genius of him, but the affable conduct 
and his gentleman’s parts. A scamp, with duty near 
tugging at the cuff of his doublet, he went dancing 
through life, regardless as a bird. Had you a grievance 
against him ?—he forgave you with a laugh, and took 
you by the elbow, telling some gaiety in your ear. Your 
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most sober mood fell before his rallying like mist from the 
hillside in sun and breeze. Honest, true to his word as to 
his friend, fond of a glass, fond of a lass: they called him 
the boon friend of the shielings. 

And wherever he went, this light-head, in humour and 
carelessness, Alan walked faithful at his heels, nearer his 
heart than any foster-brother, more and more learning 
his ways of idleness and diversion. 

Ealasaid at last went to this Cowal fellow once com- 
plaining, with some shame, for a Highland girl has small 
heed to speak of the heart’s business to any man but one. 

“‘T’m sorry, my dear, I’m sorry,” he said, with no 
pretence in the vexation of his brow. ‘I tempt no one 
to folly, and surely I’m not to blame for friendship to a 
lad so fine a woman can have the heart to think the best of.” 

“You are his blackest foe,’’ she said stormily. 

‘“‘T’m foe to none, woman,” he cried, ‘‘ except perhaps 
to a man they call Red John, and the worst enemy ever I 
had was welcome to share the last penny in my sporran._ 
I have my weakness, I’ll allow, but my worst is that 
my promise is better than my performance, and my most 
ill-judged acts are well intended.” 

“Blame yourself,’ said Ealasaid. 

‘“‘T blame nobody,” said he, laughing. ‘‘ If other folk 
get such contentment out of their good deeds as I get out 
of my good intentions, it’s no bad world to spend a while 
1 ae 
‘““ You're like the weak man in the ceilidh story,” pressed 
the girl. 

““ How ? ”’ quo’ he. 

“‘ Because you botch life,’”’ said she. ‘‘ Let a girl tell it 
you. And the pity of it is you'll doit tothe end.” 

At the worst of Ealasaid’s heart-break and the folly of 
Alan and his boon companion, the men of Antrim and 
Athol came scouring over from Lorn into the glens of 
MacCailein Mor. They found a country far from ready 
to meet them, the leader himself from home, the sentinels 
sleeping, the forts without tenants. It was a bitter winter, 
and those gentlemen of Antrim and Athol kept their hides 
warm by chasing new-made orphans on to the frozen 
rivers, When the bairns ran on the ice crying, and went 
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through it to a cold death, the good gentry laughed at the 
merriment of the spectacle. Down Aora glen went the 
bulk of them, and round the Gearran road to Shira glen, 
behind them smoking thatch and plundered folds. 

Death struck with an iron hand at the doors of Maam, 
Elrigmore and Elrigbeg, Kilblane and Stuckgoy, and at 
Stuckgoy lived the girl of my story. She would have been 
butchered like her two brothers, by the fringe of Athol’s 
army, but for her lover and his friend, who came when the 
need was the sorest for them, and led her out behind the 
spoiled township in the smoke of the burning byres. 

There had been a break in the frost. It was a day of 
rain and mist, so the men who chased them lost them early. 

“Tf we can reach the head of the glen first,”’ said Alan, 
“‘there’s safety in the Ben Bhuidhe cave.’”’ So the cave 
they ran for. 

The cave is more on Ben Shean than Ben Bhuidhe, for 
all its name; a cunning hiding-place on the face of 
Sgornoch-mor rock, hanging over the deer wallows where 
the waters of Shira and Stacan sunder, seeking Lochow and 
Loch Finne. It was the home of the reiver when reiving 
was in vogue, a hold snug and easy for sleep, and deep 
enough for plunder. Fires might flash at night far ben 
in the heart of it, or songs might shake its roof, but never 
the wiser was the world out-by. 

The way to the cave was off Shira side at the head of 
the glen, among whin bush and hazel, bending to the left 
over the elbow of Tomgorm, and a haw-tree hung above 
the face of Sgornoch-mor. The cave itself lay half-way 
down the rock, among a cluster of wild berry-bushes that 
clung finger and claw to a ledge so narrow that a man with 
a dirk could keep it against a score of clans. To reach it 
there was but one way all Glenshira folk knew, and none 
beside them—by a knotted rope that always lay at the 
- root of the haw-tree for that purpose. Once in, and the 
rope with you, and your way to the foot of the rock was 
easy ; but once in, and the rope awanting, and the place 
was your grave, for you might starve in the face of the 
birds that flapped on black feathers to their nests that were 
lower still on the rock. 

The girl and her friends reached the head of the glen 
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well before the band that followed them on the beaten 
road. There the mist fell off, and the bare hills closed in 
on a gullet the wind belched through. Before them was 
Tomgorm, and they took to the left and the climbing, 
Ealasaid and Alan in front and Red John behind them, 
checking the whistling of pibrochs at his lips. 

‘Poor girl, poor girl!’ said he to himself, “I was 
wrong to have come between you in the long summer day, 
for here’s in truth the black winter and the short day, 
homelessness and hunger, and the foe on our heels.” 

They got on the front of Sgornoch-mor, and all the north 
Highlands free of mist were in broken peaks before them, 
cut with glens, full of roads to liberty and safety, but too 
far off for a quarry before the hounds. 

At the foot of the haw-tree was the rope in coils. 

“There’s little time to waste,” said Red John, ‘‘ for 
though I said nothing of it at the braefoot, I heard a corps 
of our followers too close on our heels for comfort. It 
would be leading them to our den below, and us to some 
trouble, if they saw the way we went. Will you go first, 
mistress, and Alan and I will follow ? ” 

““T could die sweetly where I stand,” said Ealasaid, 
shrunk in weariness and grieving, ‘‘ but for Alan here,’’ she 
added, looking at the lad beside her. 

““ Dying here, dying there,” said Red John, “‘ I’ll dance 
a reel at your wedding.” 

He was fastening the rope round Ealasaid’s waist as he 
spoke. 

‘““ There’s one thing in my mind,” he said, in some con- 
fusion of voice. 

“What is that ? ’’ she asked, with small interest written 
in her swimming eyes. 

‘It’s about Alan,” said he (and busy about the rope) : 
“Tam your debtor for many hours I robbed you off, un- 
thinking—my old weakness, as I told you.” 

“ That’s all bye,” she said; ‘‘ that’s all bye and done 
with. Do you fancy I’m thinking now of such small 
sorrows ? If you borrowed my lover, you pay for the loan 
with my life saved ; I owe you that.” 

“T’m all the better pleased to hear you say it,’’ said Red 
John, “ because your taunt about my botched life rankled.” 

250 


TALE OF THE BOON COMPANION 


“JT did you less than justice ; one should never judge a 
life till the end of it.”’ 

Down the rock face the two men lowered her to the cave, 
where she let herself free of the rope, with a shake of it for 
her signal. 

“Hurry lad,” said Red John, looking into the glen; 
and Alan went over the edge, and down, foot and hand, 
eager enough to join Ealasaid. 

The torn mists blew farther down the glen, the wind 
took a curve round Sgornoch-mor, and eye and ear told 
Red John that a band of the Athol men were close on him. 
He saw their bonnets on the slope, and heard them roar 
when they saw him beside the haw-tree. 

““My sorrow!”’ said he, “‘here’s Red John at the end 
of his tether! The pair below need be none the worse nor 
the wiser, for who’s to get at them with the rope gone?” 

He lifted the rope a little to make sure that Alan was 
off it, then slashed at it with his dirk till he cut it from the 
tree. 

“‘ Here’s a cunning and notable end to the botched life,” 
said the boon companion to himself, turning, with the 
dagger still in his hand, to face the Athol men. 

And the rope in heavy coils fell past the cave mouth to 
the deep below. 
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URSA MAJOR. 


AT every reputable tavern on the road from Glasgow, 
Boswell stopped the chaise, professing a humane anxiety 
about the horses, and while Johnson lurched round the 
rude, grey, rough-cast houses, peering at them curiously 
with his single efficient eye, as if they had been kraals or 
crannogs, his companion drank claret, chucked waiting- 
maids under the chin, debated points of politics or faith 
in Scots with strappers, and felt awake within him the 
joy of being in a countryside where he was as much 
respected as in Corsica or the Lews. In London he seldom 
thought of this land of Ayr, and never with any degree of 
longing ; yet once in the bailiwick of Cunningham, and 
something in the weather, the landscape, or the folk, 
restored a sense of self-sufficiency and confidence that 
were never wholly at his command in the Metropolis, 
however valiantly he cleared his throat and thrust his 
chest out in the coffee-houses. 

He was known, at every stopping-place, to be the son 
of Auchinleck ; in truth, where his identity was not sus- 
pected, he dropped a crafty hint. to landlady or landlord 
which immediately ensured a flattering gush of newcivility ; 
but the character of his fat companion baffled them. _ 

“ Dr Samuel Johnson,” whispered Boswell once or twice, 
impressively, with an open hand against his nose. ‘‘ The 
Englishman who made the Dictionary; the talk of 
London! Amazing! What a brain!” 

“He’d be a d—d sight better makin’ sangs,”’ said the 
irreverent host of the change-house at Dalry. “ Any idiot 
could make a dictionary, and by the bulk o’ him, this ane 
must hae swallowed his,” but that was to his wife when 
Mr Boswell had departed. “I'll wager Mr Jamie has the 
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size o’ him!” he added, looking at the chaise go lumbering 
down the brae. ‘‘ Ye could see by the kyte o’ yon one he 
was English.” 

There is a certain kind of autumn day in Ayrshire when 
in parts, to a not too exigent eye, it has a look of England. 
Something of Surrey is in those lush well-cultivated 
plains of Cunningham and Kyle; compared with the 
Hebrides, whence he had just retreated—those islands 
wholly void of trees, untracked and desert-melancholy— 
this landscape seemed familiarly benign and opulent to 
Johnson. The little towns they passed through might be 
squalid, but the highway led among delicious fields of 
vivid green where cattle pastured, or by stubble-land on 
which wrought peasants, singing as they carted home the 
sheaves. There were English hedges, garrulous English 
rooks ; below Kilwinning he once got a glimpse of red- 
tiled roofs uprising over sycamores, and they roused an 
interest in roofs and tiles he had never felt before ; they 
gladdened his eye that had now grown tired of looking 
upon grey Caledonian slates. But for the absence of 
oasts, and smocks, and hop-poles, and the presence of wind- 
warped pines upon a distant eminence, he could beguile 
himself with the idea that he travelled among southern 
wolds. 

At Eglinton he found himself in a lordly park, planted 
with giant secular trees, and mentally amended an im- 
pression that the sylvan deities had no harbourage in 
Scotland. 

“H’m!”’ he purled approvingly. ‘ Not so bad at all, 
sir! Not so bad! Beeches. Oaks. Fallow deer. H’m! 
Quite creditable! Even an Englishman might here 
enjoy the soft vicissitudes of pleasure and repose, attended 
by all that is calculated to delight, and gratified with the 
most that elegance and taste in rural beauty may 
command,” 

He was charmed with the Countess, who was to be their 
hostess for the evening. She was elderly, but had the 
nicest sense of his importance. While Boswell gave 
assiduous attention to a good old Hock, the great man 
fixed his disconcerting eye upon her ladyship and boomed 
opinions, articles of faith, emphatic dogmas, in the papal 
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manner so efficacious with Mrs Thrale. She agreed with 
him in everything ; her principles in Church and State, he 
found, were singularly sagacious, being, in every particular, 
his own ; and as he took his candle at midnight through 
the corridor on his way to bed, he remarked to Boswell, 
“Sir, her ladyship has a grace which I always thought 
peculiarly fine in a woman—she is a good listener. It is 
the one virtue which embellishes and strengthens social 
intercourse. I confess I had not looked to find it in these 
wilds; ‘tis primarily a civic quality and an esential 
principle in what we justly call urbanity. When we see 
in the works of Cicero and others, particularly in Quin- 
tilian, the care, the trouble, the continued application 
which went to form the great men and women of antiquity, 
we are astonished that there are not more of them. 
Bolingbroke has remarked ‘ 

“Good night, sir, God blesh you!” said Boswell 
fervently, wringing his hand, and disappearing to a couch 
for which the exertions of the day and the influence of the 
excellent Hock had made him ready some hours earlier 
than usual. 

The great man sought his own bed-chamber, and before 
engaging in the nightly struggle with his boots, reversed 
his candle for a moment to secure a better light. He paid 
no heed to the grease that guttered on the carpet. He 
had a soothing sense of having spent some profitable hours. 

“T think,” he said to himself, “I was particularly 
happy in my allusions to Ariosto,”’ 


As the chaise was about to set off in the morning, the 
Countess took the great man’s friend aside. ‘“‘ There are 
two things sadly lacking in your lion,’”’ she remarked, 
“__a sense of humour, and a family. It took me all my 
time to keep my countenance when he was lecturing me 
upon how to bring up children. An amazing man, Mr 
Boswell, but I never slept a wink last night for a 
headache ! ”’ 

Johnson would have appeared to have slept but poorly 
too, for he dozed in his corner till they reached Dundonald 
Castle. Perched high on its isolated knoll, it recalled to 
him some ruined stronghold he had seen in the Isle of 
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Skye, and seemed wholly inharmonious with surroundings 
tame and pastoral. They got out of the chaise more 
closely to examine it, and he roared and laughed till the 
ruins rang at the homely accommodation of the Sovereign 
whom he playfully called “ King Bob,” and who had 
been born, and died there, with some animated hours 
between. 

“It is strange,” he remarked, as they resumed their 
journey, “‘ that nothing architectural in Scotland seems to 
be more than a century old except those gloomy fortalices, 
and the shrines of the Middle Ages. I have perceived no 
ancient dwellings of the common people; no grange or 
manor, hamlet, thorp, inn or cottage with a roof-tree older 
than the holly bushes at its gate. Sir, did all Scots of the 
past reside in caves, except the barons and ecclesiastics ? ”’ 

Boswell, both chins sunk profoundly in his black cravat, 
and rosy at the gills, gave a conciliatory chuckle. ‘‘ Plenty 
of stones, sir!”’ he suggested. ‘‘ As easy to build a new 
house as to repair an old one.” 

“Sir,’”’ said his companion, whose punctilio of address 
appeared grotesque to Boswell when they were in Scot- 
land, though somehow natural in the Mitre tavern ; “ Sir, 
I surmise the reason is not so flattering to the racial self- 
esteem, and has some relation to the conveniency of clay 
and wattle. Where indigence is national and prolonged 
through centuries, the affections never root with an 
depth in soil that poorly rewards the travail of the hus- 
bandman, and has no charm of actual possession as with 
the English yeoman. I begin to see why your countrymen 
have always been great travellers; strictly speaking, 
they had never any home except the shadow of the feudal 
keep. The Scottish pine, the first and hardiest of wood- 
land growths, has no tap-root, but a superficial foundation, 
and is the easiest of all umbrageous things to sever from 
its native mould.” 

“By heavens, sir, you are right! You are always 
right !’’ said Mr Boswell, and in the shadow of the chaise 
he grimaced to himself. 

“Nay, sir, not exactly always,” said the Doctor, with 
that precisian firmness which made him a delight at supper 
parties. ‘‘ Omniscience is an attribute of the Deity alone, 
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and on more than one occasion in the course of my life I 
may perhaps have fallen slightly into error.”’ 

“Not at all, sir! Not at all!’ protested Boswell, with 
the utmost gravity, and his companion, crossing his hands 
complacently on his waistcoat, seemed for the first time 
to be shaken in conviction. 

It was late in the afternoon when they came to Auchin- 
leck, for Boswell had a score of plausible excuses to prolong 
the journey through a region where his family importance 
had ever more eloquent recognition the nearer they ap- 
proached to Lugar Water. There were villages to show to 
Johnson—Tarbolton of the Beltane hill; Mauchline with 
its machicolated castle walls and crow-step gables; the 
wreck of Fail, whose friars 


made guid kail 
On Fridays when they fasted, 
And never wanted gear enough, 
So long as their neighbours’ lasted ; 


Montgomery woods ; the river Ayr at Ballochmyle, loud- 
roaring through deep chasms overhung with foliage and 
moss—these the nominal occasions for innumerable divaga- 
tions which were in truth more influenced by Boswell’s 
sentimental interest in some scene reminiscent of youthful 
dalliance, or his vanity to show himself at mansion- 
houses with the famous lexicographer. 

““ One thing, sir, I should like to warn you of,” he said to 
Johnson as they drove to the front of what now, with an 
unconscious lapse into the custom of the country, he called 
Place Affleck—‘‘ My father, as you know, is a Whig and a 
Presbyterian, and it were well to avoid discussion either on 
politics or the Church.” 

“‘T shall certainly not be disquisitionary on topics dis- 
agreeable to a gentleman in whose house I shelter ; especi- 

‘ally I shall not be so to your father,” answered Johnson, 

with the finest condescension. ‘‘ Fortunately there are 
innumerable other themes on which I hope I may consider 
myself qualified with edification to dilate.”’ 

Lord Auchinleck, though only a few years older than his 
guest, appeared in no way overawed by a visitation so 
momentous; on the contrary, he looked with a deprecia- 
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tory eye and a grim pursed mouth of disapproval on the 
corpulent gentleman who had been taking James away 
from business, and who now rolled ox-like through the hall, 
already booming erudite opinions upon Scottish weather. 

As he disappeared upstairs to repair his toilet, his hosts 
uneasily regarded one another. 

‘““T wonder if he has his tawse with him ?”’ said Lord 
Auchinleck. ‘I think sometimes, Jamie, ye’re gane gyte! 
First it was yon land-loupin’ Corsican Paoli ye were traikin’ 
after, and now it’s ower the hills ayont Dunblane wi’ this 
auld dominie that keepit a schule and ca’d it an academy. 
Your frien’, I can see already, is just a hectorin’, conceited 
schulemaister, still drum-majorin’ bairns.”’ 

And in spite of Mr Boswell’s warning, the altercation 
came to pass. Five days’ incessant rain, which amply 
justified the stranger’s estimate of Scottish weather, held 
him prisoner in the house among the classic folios of Auchin- 
leck. His ponderous figure seemed, to the eyes of his host, 
to swell and make the library smaller every day, as if he 
got unhallowed sustenance there between the common 
meals, a flatulent vampire diet from the mildewed tomes. 
There was a blink of sunshine on the Sabbath and the 
Boswells went to the kirk, but lofty Anglican disdain for 
what he called a chapel made the Doctor stay at home. 
Magnificently and immovably disposed in an easy-chair, 
over the edge of which his ampler parts seemed to roll like 
something viscous, he surveyed mankind from China to 
Peru, set everybody right on everything, and boomed— 
and boomed—and boomed. Lord Auchinleck, no trivial 
dialectician, and a man who had seen the world, not through 
the smoke of a coffee-room or the skylight window of an 
attic in Bolt Court, was early worsted in the fray, with a 
voice incapable of shouting down a man, as he said de- 
spairingly, “ that has been bellowin’ a’ his days, and would 
keep up practice on a grosset bush if he couldna get a 
human audience.’”’ That the onerous task of entertaining 
such a guest should be shared by somebody, he invited 
guests to dinner ; Dr Johnson found in one of them, the 
minister, Mr Dun, a sounding-board for loud prelections on 
the Druids, the Chaldeans, Gymnosophists of Ethiopia, 
Turditanes of Spain, Augurs of Rome, Apollo’s priests in 
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Greece, Phoebades and Phythonissae, their oracles and 
phantasms, but above all others that iniquitous high priest 
of Rome. 

“’Twixt Roman pope and English prelacy I never could 
see a chink ye could stick a knife in,” said Lord Auchinleck 
abruptly, and the fat was in the fire. 

The war-horse snorted and let out a couple of buttons. 
“ Dum vitant stultt vitia in contraria currunt,’”’ he retorted. 
“When fools avoid one vice they run into another of an 
opposite character, and your Covenanters in their zeal to 
abolish ritual have abolished beauty.” 

“The graves of Peden and Cameron are there on the 
hills behind us, sir !’’ cried Auchinleck ; “‘ and their death 
was beauteous as the rose.” 

“ The Presbyterian Church, sir, has not produced by the 
hands of its divines a single work of letters,”’ said Johnson. 

“Tt is plain, sir, you have not read Durham on 
Galatians,” retorted Auchinleck. 

“T have not, sir,” answered Johnson. “ Have you?” 
and got his answer in Lord Auchinleck’s confusion. “I 
should as soon read Cromwell on Terpsichore.”’ 

“ Praise God for Cromwell!’ cried his lordship. 

“What good did Cromwell ever do?’ Dr Johnson 
asked. 

“Tl tell ye that, man,” answered Auchinleck. “‘ He 
gart kings ken they had a lith in their necks. Pass up 
the bottle, James, and we'll drink to the confusion of all 
Jacobites.” 


The post-chaise started off for Edinburgh in the morning. 
“‘ There’s nae cure for the disease 0’ bein’ a dominie,”’ said 
Lord Auchinleck to his son as they watched the servants 
packing the baggage. ‘‘ Your wife is right to be vexed 
_ at seein’ ye dance at the end of a string in the hands o’ 
yon big bear. Call yersel’ a Boswell! It was wiser-like 
ye were attendin’ to your proper business.”’ 

James Boswell chuckled, gave a wink implying super- 
human subtlety, and replied, ‘‘ That’s all right, papa ; he’s 
really a splendid fellow if you once get used to him, and I 
see my way to make him into a book.” 

“ A book!” cried Auchinleck. ‘‘ Leviathan on a hook ! 
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The man’s a giant, Jamie, and you're but a wee bit 
dwarf.” 

“Just so, papa,”’ said Boswell, “ but a dwarf on the 
shoulders of a giant can see a good deal farther than 
the giant. Believe me, papa, he’ll make a splendid 
book !” 
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GILBERT, in his shirt-sleeves, read a book—‘ The Life of 
Hannibal ’—more to improve that douce mind of his than 
for amusement, seemingly, since he yawned at the turning 
of every page ; and Blane, the ploughboy, mended harness. 
A north wind whooped in the spacious chimney, where a 
pot hung boiling low on the swee, and the trees, that 
sheltered Mossgiel steading, cried piteously as for entrance, 
rapping at the white-harled gable. 

On such nights, Gilbert’s brother felt, more poignantly 
than usual, his passion for the wild, his fierce impatience 
with the humdrum tenor of their peasant home. It was 
the fire that mainly lit the kitchen ; a tallow candle gutter- 
ing on the brace but gave to the wholesome glow of peat 
a wan complexion, a hint of the artificial, and to the poet 
a discontented thought of other chambers read about or 
seen through unshuttered windows momentarily, where 
numberless candles shone against sconces on the walls of 
the well-to-do. He cast a curious glance about him as he 
sat in a swither with his fingers on the laces of his shoes— 
at the low, stained rafters, the planked enclosures of the 
beds, the dresser of chipped blue delf, the sleeping collie, 
the bubbling pot, the studious brother, the industrious 
Blane ; and the thought in his bosom came to his lips with 
' no restraining—“ Gibbie ! is this—is this, can ye tell me, 
our eternal doom ? ”’ 

Gilbert straightened his stooped back, and turned his 
fire-freckled face on Robert. 

“ What’s the time ? ”’ said he. 

Burns drew a watch from the fob of his breeches, glanced 
at the dial, snapped the words “ half-nine,’’ and strode to 
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the pot that swung on the chimney chain. He lifted the 
lid, peered at the contents—to-morrow’s dinner—and shut 
them from his view again with an iron clatter. 

“ Offal!’’ said he. ‘‘Is that Hannibal yet ye’re at ? 
Was he fed, Gibbie, do ye think, on offal ? ” 

“T would ca’ nae guid meat offal, Rab,” said Gilbert. 
“ And if it had been offal at Capua it wad hae been better 
for Hannibal and his men. Half-nine ? It’s time we were 
bedded.” 

The eyes of Burns fired deeply under their cliff of brow, 
the flambeaux of revolt ; he grimaced and shrugged his 
shoulders. ‘‘ Half-nine,’”’ said he, “and bed! What’s in 
the veins 0’ ye, Gib ?—is’t buttermilk? In mine, thank 
God! it’s blood. I’m for nae stupor on a caff mattress in 
a loft at half-nine on a nicht like this so lang’s there’s men 
to be met at Poosie Nancy’s. Here’s you and General 
Hannibal, every line of him wide awake and thrang wi’ 
tramping sodgers, and ye’re ganting for your bed; and 
here’s Jock Blane cobbling brechams, content himsel’ in the 
trams 0’ the dung-cart o’ destiny—a kind o’ patient cuddy ! 
Please yersels, but I’m neither for bed nor brechams! 
Three-score years and ten’s the allotted span ; I misdoubt 
T'll see but the half o’t, and six-and-twenty’s gane. The 
lave o’ my years are no’ that lang that I’m ready to gae to 
bed at nine and lie like an auld maid chitterin’ and listenin’ 
to the win’—do ye hear’t, Gibbie ? Do ye hear’t, Jock ? 
It’s got the deil’s own spite at puir Mossgiel, and we’re in a 
bit box, buried under snaw, three nameless bodies, and 
twa wi’ the disease 0’ dull contentment. As for me, I’m 
choking, and I’m aff to Mauchline ! ”’ 

He threw a plaid about him, scrugged down his bonnet 
on his brow, and made for the door. 

“Poosie Nancy’s, I suppose ?”’ said Gilbert. “It’s no’ 
the best 0’ company yell get there.” 

“ At least,” said Burns, “ they’re no ganting for their 
beds or cloutin’ brechams for their ain necks, and they’ ll 
no’ be buried before their time !” and he slammed the door 
behind him. 

“ Faith ! he’s in a droll key, Rab, the nicht,” said Blane, 
the ploughboy. 

“It’s pride,” said Gilbert helplessly ; ‘‘ fair upsettin’ 
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vanity! Wealth’s the warld’s curse! He’s awa’ wi’ his 
half-year’s pay in his pouches—three pun’ ten !”’ 


Mossgiel lay high on the breast of the brae and Burns for 
a moment stood at the door of it to look on Kyle below him, 
blanched to a cold reclusive beauty by the snow. The sky 
was held by racing clouds, and the moon, at the full, fell 
giddily from space through the hurrying vapours, chased 
as in terror by her sweet young infant stars. Old trees over- 
hung the dwelling, the tall haw-bushes made a hedge to 
shelter it; among them went the wind, that seemed to 
sweep the shire of Ayr of all its chilly elements and pile 
them, drift-white, in the wide quadrangle of the steading. 
Some sparks from the fire that Blane was banking for the 
night came up through the low chimney, and lived a 
moment—red, aspiring little stars, that gave to the poet 
a fancy of his own and all men’s sad futility ; his heart 
played thud in his breast and he gasped with an emotion 
such as poets feel from things that may seem trivial to the 
world, but to the gifted have the import of a cataclysm. 
There was some spirit in the scene and hour—cold, pure, 
austere, remonstrant—that made him swither on thethresh- 
old, for he knew already that in the tavern he would find 
no higher uplift to his soul than came this moment from 
communion with the cleansed night. But still—but still, 
the sober face of the virtuous Gilbert ready for sleep, and 
the silence of the assiduous Blane, came back to him, and 
the sordid pot of tripe and thairm, and the dreary prospect 
of those waukrife hours in bed, with all his thoughts 
insurgent against slumber, and by comparison the barmy 
smells of Poosie Nancy’s tavern, the feel of a pewter can, 
the gluck of poured ale, the loud dispute of hinds, and the 
admiration for his gifts of wit and clinking song-stuff, 
proffered an alternative that could not be resisted. He 
summoned the memory of other carousing nights to his 
weakening inclination for the ploy; stepped over the 
frozen duck-dub in the lane, and down between the mantled 
fields to the lighted village. 

Upon these boozing peasants he made, in truth, but a rare 
intrusion. They felt half pleased and half disquieted, for 
though his presence was a kind of compliment, they had 
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the start of him by several chappins, and they knew him 
for a man too apt to keep the crack on a level above the 
long-continued stretch of their ale-mused brains. His was 
the table-head, the fir-wood lug-chair ; his the next round, 
his as many rounds as he cared to pay for ; and the room 
of Poosie Nancy rang with a Bacchic symphony. 

Before him, for a little, snow-white Kyle, the surging 
cloud and the moon intruded ; in pauses of the trumpery 
conversation came across his mind that glance to the heart 
of things, that second’s ecstasy he had found before the 
house on the brae, so that he almost rued the disposition 
that had brought him among this noisy crew. But one 
man had a story—not for parlours, witty, human, wicked, 
rich with the arterial blood of passion and grotesque of 
circumstance such as men heard then in Ayrshire even 
between the kirks; and another had a novel air with a 
ranting and resistless chorus, and the moon—the calm, 
clean, sovran moon—went down behind the clouds of vile 
tobacco, and over the remembered vision of the pure white 
fields was a mantle drawn, and the sound of the wind in the 
trees around Mossgiel was drowned in foolish chatter. 

And yet he sought, as he sat among it, for those revela- 
tions of his loftier self ; he drank with a deliberate purpose 
—not wholly for the warm sense of equality with these, 
his fellow-victims in the joke of Fate ; for that rare elation, 
that confidence, that content, of which at times he had 
found the barley-fields possessed the magic key. Once he 
found it—in a thought that tore him from his company, 
a thought that only briefly kept a concrete form in the 
brain of him, then broke in a thousand iridescent pieces, 
each as precious as the whole, never to be brought together 
into something rational—a joyous, heady gambol through 
centuries of sun and storm; song, women, and the old lost 
fields of the youth he had never properly known ; a sense 
of warmth, well-being, and perfection. 

They had sung, among them, these dear hinds, his 
brothers, whom so well he understood, and pitied, one of his 
own songs, and this was his happy hour! A fiddle jigged 
in his brain, and Poosie Nancy’s reeking chamber was 
transfigured. 

Only fora space. The hour was late, right well had they 
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scourged the gantrys for their ale; the morning hurried 
towards the fields of Ayr, and a woman stood beseeching 
for her husband, or his wages, at the door. 

The man, the very boon companion who had started 
Burns’s song, hung his head, and the shrill high voice of 
the vintner could be heard behind the wife’s pathetic 
figure, proclaiming the respectability of her house, and her 
helplessness to quench the drouth of any man with the fate 
to belong to Tarbolton, 

“Vive la bagatelle! hae ye no’ the money, Will ? ”’ said 
Robert Burns ; and the man said, ‘‘ No’ a doit!” 

“That’s bad!”’ said Burns, with his fingers combing 
back the dank black locks from his burning brow; “ay, 
man, that’s damn bad! If I was a married man ’’—he 
laughed a little bitterly—‘‘ if I was a married man, I would 
likely still be Rabbie Burns ; here, wife, it’s a’ that’s left ; 
it’s aff-and-on thirty shillings ; your man’s a bonny singer, 
and I’m for hame.’ 

It was dawn when he came to the farm-house door, and 
Blane, the plough-boy, beat his arms across his breast ere 
he turned to mucking the byre. Kyle fell away below in 
billows of grey, and the cocks were crowing. The smoke 
of a green fire floated from the chimney-head, and the 
countenance of Gilbert, blameful and questioning, filled 
the door of the trance. 

““ Ye’ve had a nicht of it, Rab!’ said he. 

“T’ve had that, Gib!”’ said his brother peaceably. 

“And what did it cost ye?” asked the keeper of the 
frugal conscience of Mossgiel. 

‘““It cost me exactly three pun’ ten, and cheap at the 
money,’ said the poet. 

“ On drink !”’ said Gilbert, horrified. 

“ Sae be’t ! ’’ said Robert ; “ whether or no’, I'll get the 
name o’t.” 
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THE morning broke upon the country with a threat of 
heat. To the east the moorland stretched, a shoreless sea 
of mist with dim conjectural isles of planted firs; to the 
north a darker haze that might hold thunder hung 
over Wealth o’ Waters, No breath of air was stirring 
in the trees round Meadowhead; the Ayr went on 
its way to sea, repining; doves crooned about the 
steading. 

Hackston had gone forth before the sun was up and 
*“smelled the morning,” as his phrase was for a recon- 
naissance ; with owl-like vigilance he was often out for 
hours in the mirk of night while the others slept, scouring 
the fields and byways, sniffing about the outskirts of a 
hamlet or steading with a cocked ear and every sense 
alert for signs of circumspection like his own, The night- 
walker! What thoughts, fantastic, and of the early savage 
unlit world, attended him in these nocturnal sallies! He 
brought back with him into the daylight, airs of a double 
life—of secret knowledge gained, of wicked intimacy, 
strange surmise. 

This morning, having scanned the country, he returned 
with speed to Mitcheil’s barn. His fellows lay asleep, 
lifeless as lichened stones, wrapped up in their shepherd 
plaids and their weapons by them. From the open door of 
the byre across the steading square he could hear quiet 
voices of the lassies milking, and the purr of milk fall in 
their pails. He swithered to rouse the men, to change that 
blissful trance for consciousness of perils that encompassed ; 
to hurry them out again on the old vexed hunted ways. 
But no time must be lost if Mitchell’s barn was not to be 

268 


THE LION OF THE COVENANT 


a slaughter-house before the milk that now was frothing 
in the cogues was cold. 

He bent and caught the hand of Cameron firmly, saying 
nothing—so had they learned to wake each other without 
alarm, and Cameron sat up among the hay with his eyes 
wide open and his hand upon his sword. He looked 
grotesquely out of place in such a situation, with hay in 
his dishevelled hair and his cravat reduced to the con- 
dition of a dish-clout ; slight of stature, girlish pink in 
the complexion, fair curls upon his temples, a touch of 
the Dutch cleric in his attire. 

““ What is’t ? ” said he in a whisper. 

“‘ Only the old story,’’ Hackston muttered, taking in his 
belt another hole. ‘‘I have been out since three, and 
searching round by Mauchline and Auchmillan. No sign 
of them was there, but over near to Catrine House I saw a 
smoke among the trees. Ayont the policies I came on a 
hundred-and-twenty tethered horse and the holsters on 
them. It’s Bruce of Earlshall; I learned from a laddie 
in the fields that they ken our hiding ; already they may 
be on the road.” 

Cameron took these tidings calmly. ‘“‘I had it on my 
mind last night that something was portending,”’ he 
remarked, and got upon his feet. ‘‘ The evening was unco 
quiet, like one that brooded something soon to burst upon 
us, and we were far too merry for men in gear of war. 
Ah, Rathillet, I do not like to be light of heart! The 
jaunty mood aye boded ill for me. We must rouse the 
lads.” 

He looked at his companions stretched upon the hay in 
all death’s uncouth attitudes. ‘‘ Poor lads!’’ said he, as 
one who stood outside their weariness ; and again “‘ Poor 
lads! I’m sweir to break their sleep! It has come with 
me, Rathillet, to a point of conscience. I would not wonder 
if my Hour has come.’ 

A little short of sight, and still be-rheumed with sleep, 
he lifted up his eyes and blinked at Hackston, a tall dark, 
shaggy man who had a scar upon his brow. 

‘The Hour,” said Hackston with a gesture of im- 
patience, ‘‘is no more to be foretold than next week’s 
weather. Listen! By the grace o’ God the mornin’s fine 
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and misty ; till it’s close on noon ye’ll no’ can see the other 
side o’ an acre park. It’s for you to quit us here and make 
your way by Highburn o’ Need to Avonhead and down on 
Straven. You daurna take a horse; ye’ll have to shank 
it ; Michael ’ll gang wi’ ye.” 

“‘But you?—and them?” said Cameron, indicating 
those who slept. 

‘We'll move up the river by the Wellwood, or Muir- 
kirk, work round the back o’ Cairntable, and through the 
hills to Sanquhar. At the worst of it we’ll have drawn 
them off your track, though they may overtake us; but 
there’s a chance, forbye, that the weather may break 
down. Give me Ayrs Moss in steep wi’ water and I’ll defy 
all Earlshall’s horse ! ”’ 

Cameron pondered but a moment. ‘‘ No,” said he with 
firmness, ‘‘ rather will I die warm death with men, than 
skulk with timid bestial. And Sanquhar, say you? It 
may well be Sanquhar, Rathillet! Were it not for yon 
night in Sanquhar, there werena fifty hundred merks on | 
Richie Cameron’s head. . . . Michael! Michael!” 

His brother’s name rang through the barn, and Michael 
with a leap was on his feet. 

‘“‘ Are they there?’ he asked upon the instant of his 
waking, like a man that had been dreaming terrors. 

“There, faith, are they!’’ answered Hackston; “‘at 
any rate they’re at Catrine, too close for our comfort, and 
it’s time we put the muir below our feet.” 

Three score of men were in the hay; they rose, like 
Michael, at the shout of Richard Cameron, and buckled 
on their graith with what might seem composure, and 
the milking was not done when they were gathered on the 
causey of the yard with twenty horse. Urged by the 
farmer’s wife and her servant-girls, they drank milk and 
put some bannocks newly off the girdle in their pockets, 
but not till Cameron had sanctified the day with prayer : 
“Oh feed thy people with thy rod, the flock of thine 
heritage, which dwell solitarily in the wood, in the midst 
of Carmel: let them feed in Bashan and Gilead, as in the 
days of old,” he supplicated in the words of Micah. They 
stood, unbonneted about him, their hands in their shabble 
hilts, and he appeared as one peculiarly uplifted by com- 
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munion with transcendent things. His countenance 
seemed lit with inner light, so wan it was, so ardent, 
quivering with emotion—some deep conviction, secret 
joy. His voice had a curious and unusual quality ; youth’s 
timbre was departed from it; while it might be nothing 
but the morning haar that gave it this unwonted body, it 
appeared to them miraculously full and rich, Mosaic in 
authority. 

Finally he bathed his face and hands in water brought 
at his request by one of the women, and dried them, 
saying, ‘‘ This is their last washing ; I have need to make 
them clean, for there are many to see them.” 

“Then you will not take my counsel and leave us now ? ” 
asked Hackston in a last appeal. ‘‘ Scotland needs you, 
and you are a man of peace.” 

“Tt may be that I was not come to send peace, but a 
sword,”’ said Cameron simply. ‘‘ And I have something 
more than an inkling that my Hour is come.” 

He got upon his horse. Michael and Hackston rode on 
his either side. The little squadron, broken into guards 
for rear and van, moved eastward at a walking pace with 
the footmen in the centre. 

There never surely was a day more eerie out of winter ; 
high though the sun must be in heaven, there prevailed 
about them a peculiar gloaming as they marched between 
the woods of Sorn. It seemed as if the night had tangled 
with the trees and could not yet withdraw itself, and out 
upon the open country fog was thick upon the laboured 
fields. Vague forms uprose like skerries through the rack 
of leaden seas, the loom of cliffs, of thickets, or of moving 
bestial ; sounds, muffled to the rumour of conspiracy, 
came from below where Ayr ran coiling through the 
bouldered flats, or, even more disquieting, the chatter of 
strange birds, or owls lamenting in their usual hours of 
sleep. A cloying scent of meadow-sweet was in the fainting 
air. As they marched across the country, they might well 
appear, even to themselves, a disembodied band astray 
in space and time; phantoms perhaps of ancient van- 
quished men from stricken fields of Shiloh, of Ephraim or 
Flodden. 

No word was passed between them for a while as they 
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went through this singular morning mist, and they were 
on the ridge of the rise at Merkland, when for the first time 
Hackston spoke. 

“ T never saw a day like this in July month ; or surely I 
am fey!’’ quo’ he. “‘It fairly dauntens me!” 

“An unco morn, in faith!’ said Michael Cameron, and 
looked at his brother’s face—the wee wan face beside his 
shoulder, lifted to the east and settled in a smiling ecstasy. 

“What ails ye, Richard?’’ he inquired with appre- 
hension. ‘‘ Have ye a glint o’ onything? Say, Richard, 
have ye seen—? Oh, Richard, is there something ? ”’ 

He whom the brother questioned, as one that spoke from 
a great distance, lifted up his voice and said, ‘‘ The Hour 
is at hand ; I see the mist break and I hear far off the sound 
of horsemen.” 

They stopped, stricken, in a cluster round about him, 
men and horses mingled, and they strained their ears to 
listen for the beat of hooves. 

No sound of any kind was to be heard except the river 
muttering and the lapwing’s call. 

“‘T misdoubt, sir, you are mistaken,” at the last said 
Hackston, but in truth he doubted not at all and his face 
was like the sleet. Yet still he would maintain the show 
of doubt if only to give heart and hope a little more to these 
poor wanderers. ‘‘ There never was a day in some par- 
ticulars more to my taste,” he added. ‘‘ They will be hard 
put to it to get a glisk o’ us, and I winna wonder but they’re 
on the road to Galston.” 

Again spake their shepherd as from a distant place, 
saying, “‘ I see the mist break and hear the sound of horse- 
men. Ere this hour pass ye shall likewise hear and see, 
even as I hear and see.’”’ He looked over his shoulder 
towards Cumnock, and then, turning to the east, held out 
his arms and said: “I have glorified Thee on earth; I 
have finished the work which Thou gavest me todo. And 
now, O Father, glorify Thou me with Thine own self with 
the glory which I had with Thee before the world was. 
I have manifested Thy name unto the men which Thou 
gavest me out of the world: Thine they were, and Thou 
gavest them me ; and they have kept Thy word. And now 
I am no more in the world, but these are in the world, 
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and I come to Thee, Holy Father; keep through Thine 
own name those whom Thou hast given me, that they may 
be one, as we are.” 

“ Richard ! Richard !’’ cried his brother Michael in his 
ear, like one that summoned at the yetts of death, and the 
other looked at him with a yearning aspect, brimming with 
BeRchions and put an arm upon his arm, but nothing 
said. 

Hardly had their ranks re-formed than a little flaff of 
purging wind came out of the west and a few small drops 
of rain. Hackston bade them halt, and in behind the 
ridge they watched the mist roll off the country like a 
hodder blanket. It lay upon the moss-land longer than 
elsewhere, and while as yet the muir in their propinquity 
was still enveloped, every feature of the shire beyond it to 
the south was plainly visible. They searched it with their 
eyes as Moses searched from Pisgah, yet for no promised 
Gilead or utmost sea, but for some import of the thing they 
feared, and down by Lugar they saw peesweeps of a 
sudden rise in a cloud and wheel. 

““My God, they’re yonder!” Hackston cried. The 
startled birds were screaming over a vedette whose 
mounted form was clear upon the sky-line. 

“They have gone round by Cumnock to cut us off!” 
said Michael, in a voice dejected. 

A fierce vexation shook the hunted men, and he alone 
who was their shepherd heretofore but now was passed, 
remained apart with gaze averted, litten up with spiritual 
loveliness, the countenance of one beatified. So bask the 
ones elected, with the morning on their foreheads. 

Hackston scrutinised the sky, and “ Think ye it will 
thunder, Michael ?”’ he inquired. ‘‘ It is unco black upon 
the hill.” 

‘“What odds?” said Michael, looping the naked 
shabble on his wrist. 

‘“‘ Now would I give twenty years of life ordained to me 
for an hour of blashing rain,” said Hackston. ‘“‘ There’s 
nothing but the Moss for it !”’ 

‘“The Moss !”’ exclaimed his company. 

‘‘The same! Wi’ hard ground and Earlshall’s horse we 
wouldna bide the stour o’ a single charge ; wi’ the Moss 
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a swamp and us well posted, they have, wi’ a’ their horse, 
no great advantage. Is it not so, sir?” 

Their umquhile shepherd for a moment made no answer ; 
combing his horse’s mane through idle fingers. 

Then he spoke, saying, ‘‘ Jacob to the spoil and Israel 
to the robbers, but my power is made perfect through 
weakness. Tarry ye here and I alone will go to them and 
deliver myself to their hands.” 

He gathered up his reins, and made to leave the others, 
airting to the region whence his searchers were to come, but 
at a sign from Hackston, Michael barred his way. 

“Nay! nay!” cried Hackston with authority. ‘“‘ For 
yon way stands the gibbet, and your head upon a stick 
above the Netherbow.” 

‘“‘ But this poor head may satisfy ; it is worth five thou- 
sand pieces of silver.” 

“Tf heads they want, then,’”’ Hackston answered roughly, 
“they maun buy them by the score; we will not break 
the parcel. And better for us to perish in the rashes now 
than live a little longer just to girn upon a fir-stob at the 
hinder-end. It’s at the close 0’ day we best like some 
companionship.” 

They left the road, went down upon the river-side, and 
crossed it at the Tarraoch ford; then out upon the Moss 
where Hackston saw a knoll that promised some security 
against a sudden overwhelming charge of horse. About 
them, when they halted, lay green bogs, long heather tufts, 
and hag-holes inky-dark with peaty water. Enormous 
clouds, pit-black, were banking up behind them; Cairn- 
table rumbled, and there fell some heavier drops of heated 
rain. The muir, that had been covered up with vapours 
as with wool, was now swept clear of these ambiguous 
elements, displayed itself a desert plain most melancholy, 
whereon the harshest vegetation grew and humankind had 
never made a track. A trotting squadron moved upon its 
southern verge. 

The Covenanters cast their plaids, scrugged down their 
bonnets on their foreheads, looked to the priming of their 
pistols—few of them had muskets—tossed aside the 
scabbards of their swords. For the main part tenant 
bodies better used to wield the flail than flourish lethal 
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weapons, they were ignorant of sergeant drill and awkward 
in such movements as demanded combination; they 
huddled like a herd of sheep at first, and Hackston broke 
them out in ranks. The horsemen he divided, posting 
them upon the flanks. 

No sooner was he done than thunder crashed above them 
and the rain descended in a blinding sheet. He groaned 
with deep vexation, ‘‘ Ah! had it only come a kenning 
sooner, we would have them plunging to the houghs!”’ 

“Look at him!” said Michael, pointing to his 
brother. 

He had come off his horse and stood beside its head, 
contemplating the ground. And as they moved to urge 
him to the saddle, he upheld his brow from which some 
private glee had taken every wrinkle; looked over and 
beyond the coming enemy, and began to pray. He prayed 
like one exalted, while the rain threshed on his face, com- 
mending them to God as creatures summoned on a des- 
perate trial; so having done, he turned to his brother 
Michael saying, ‘‘ This is the day that I have longed for, 
and the death that’I would choose to die, fighting against 
our dear Lord’s enemies avowed.” 

And now the enemy was nigh at hand—a troop of Airlie’s 
sabres with dragoons of Strachan’s; Earlshall at their 
head upon a sorrel charger. They plashed across the Moss 
in broken order to avoid the haggs ; no sound came from 
them but the clink of harness, and that seemed like the 
chirp of crickets in the swoons of silence in between the 
thunder-peals. The mountain hare arose before them, 
scudding through the puddles; the whaup gave out her 
doleful whistle. Far to the east and north the hills were 
roaring, and each glen had its particular desolation. 

At less than bow-shot Bruce drew up his following and 
. threw out a score of horse. They started at a canter for 

the flanks of Hackston’s company, picking out the rush- 
tufts for securer footing, skirting holes, indifferent to 
formation, The voice of Hackston, shouting some com- 
mand, was drowned in an appalling burst of thunder so 
contiguous it seemed to shake the air and rock the earth’s 
foundations. Two of the dragoons slid off their horses 
clumsily ; it looked at first as if they had been lightning- 
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smitten, but they had been shot ; the smoke of muskets 
drifted for a moment, sulphurous and acrid, round the 
knoll. The Covenanters stood, as it appeared, within the 
very core of nature’s agony; peal followed peal; the 
lightning venomously stabbed and water fell as if some 
universal cistern had burst. There was seen in His temple 
the ark of His testament, and all things were afraid. 

With frantic plunge the frightened horses upon Hack- 
ston’s flanks broke from the ranks in wild disorder, quitted 
the solid mound and separately dashed into the green 
morass, whence streamed upon them like a spate, and on 
the clustered footmen on the mound, the ordered mass of 
Bruce’s cavalry. Their carbines rattled and their sabres 
sheared. No quailing was among the Covenanters; each 
one, severed from his fellows, and surrounded, fought if 
it were upon his very knees, but all was purposeless, 
deranged, and random ; each for himself and all authority 
dispelled. 

Hackston, roaring, cut his way through the dragoons 
to lose his horse upon the farther side; he turned to find 
himself confronted by an old acquaintance who thrust at 
him with malignant fury; Ramsay he beat off, but was 
himself cut down behind, stripped of his weapons, bound 
—to have his members scattered through the towns a 
fortnight later. 

For a little Richard Cameron and his brother fought 
together side by side, upon their feet, the persecutors sure 
of them but sweir to mar them for the Grassmarket. The 
brothers heartened one another with repeated cries—old 
Scripture slogans of the days of tribulation; lent each 
other hands and eyes, and seemed at last to their infuriate 
foes miraculously endowed. 

The first to fall was Michael, sabre-cleft. He heaved 
upon his side, and grabbled vainly at the heather in a 
vain attempt to pluck himself from out the deeps of death, 
then lifted up his hands and pointed to the gurly sky, in 
which a casement opened, 

“ Farewell, Michael, I’ll keep tryst,” cried Richard, and 
was swept before a squad of the dragoons, 

The horses rode him down and trampled over him, but 
he arose like one unharmed, and still the claymore knotted 
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to his wrist, to find himself before the levelled barrels of a 
file of Strachan’s horse. 

For a moment he stood smiling as if ravished by some 
vision of delight, his look not of this yird but of a land 
delectable, no more a creature but a spirit sanctified ; then, 
spreading out his arms, walked calmly to the guns. 

“Neither by an Army nor Strength, but by My spirit, 
said the Lord of Hosts! ”’ he cried, and fell face-downward 
as the horsemen fired. 
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THE light of the afternoon came flooding through the 
windows; bathed Miss Nimmo’s parlour in a golden 
radiance, and gave a mellow, pensive tone even to the 
poet’s reverie. He sat with his face in the shadow, for 
he had not yet got rid of his rustic fears of these fine 
Edinburgh ladies, the very elegance of whose apartments 
contributed to his uneasiness. With any man living he 
could hold his own, but these unusual women—calm, 
confident, unabashed before the fervour of his eye ; moving 
like swans, conversing like schoolmasters upon abstract 
things, witty, prone to mocking smiles—they were the 
very devil! He feared yet he adored them, since they had 
for him abundantly the one thing dear to poets and lovers 
—Mystery. . 

““ A penny for your thoughts, Mr Burns,”’ said the charm- 
ing Mrs Maclehose, showing her drift-white teeth in a 
smile that seven or eight years ago had done terrific 
execution among the bucks at Edinburgh balls. 

““A poet’s thoughts are surely worth more than that, 
Nancy,” said Miss Nimmo. 

“Tt all depends,” said Mrs Maclehose archly; ‘‘he 
might be thinking us very uninteresting after meeting 
such sublime examples of our sex as the Duchess of 
Gordon.” 

““A fine woman !’’ said Burns with some enthusiasm. 
““In her company I forget that she’s a duchess and feel 
myself a duke.” 

“Tt’ll likely be her awccent,”’ drawled Mrs Maclehose, 
in a clever imitation of the Duchess’s uncompromising 
Scots, and the charming mimic fell a little in his estimation ; 
he liked his women, above all things, kind. 

“Tt’s an accent that some of the greatest in the land have 
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respected from the lips of the Duchess of Gordon,” said 
Burns, with a curious tension of the jaw and a flash of the 
eyes. ‘“‘I’ma Scot myself.” 

“The very greatest !’’ said Mrs Maclehose, grasping 
the generous widths of her gown and dropping him a 
courtesy, half ironic. 

She was a lovely woman, Mrs Maclehose, and Burns, 
with the sense of sex as keen as his poetic vision, regarded 
her in this playful mood with his old illusion that here 
might be the long-desired Ideal—the woman of whom one 
could never weary. She was short in stature, just the right 
height for the head to fit in the nook of his shoulder ; with 
hands and feet small and delicate; fair complexion ; 
flushed with health, with dancing eyes and a soft vivacious 
utterance. An air of elegance, refinement, grace, seemed 
to respire from her presence, and she could rise like a bird, 
and instantly, to the loftiest, most poetic fancy he cared 
to express. They did not breed that kind of woman in 
the shire of Ayr; at all events, he had never had the 
chance to meet them. 

And she admired him—that with Burns, as with all 
sons of art, was the main thing! He knew she did, and 
what was better still, he knew it was not wholly for his 
poetry, of which she generally preferred what shrewder 
judgment would have told her were the poorest stanzas. 
She admired him for his fame and for his story, and most 
of all she plainly admired him as a Man. So far as women 
were concerned, the poet would sooner be loved for his 
legs than for his lyrics. 

She admired him so much that he would have been quite 
at his ease with her, were it not for the presence of their 
hostess, Miss Nimmo, who too obviously realised the 
situation, and was amused at something. 

““What are you smiling at ?’”’ asked Burns, when the 
' visitor was gone in a rustle of silk, leaving a wake of 
lavender perfume, and for the poet a sense of deprivation. 
Miss Nimmo had come from the door with that sly and 
merry aspect which women assume when they mean to 
betray the weaknesses or follies of their sex. 

“Nancy has asked me to take you to a dish of tea at 
her house on Thursday,” she replied primly. 
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‘“‘T’ll go!’ said Burns emphatically. 

‘* Of course, of course! ’’ said the quiet little lady; “I 
kent you would go, and I said as much. Nancy’s raptures 
were surely not to be altogether thrown away on you! 
You must be the proud man to excite such sudden 
adoration in our impressionable sex.” 

“A fine woman !”’ said Burns fervently. 

““H’m! So’s the Duchess of Gordon,” was the reply 
of Miss Nimmo. ‘“‘ Do you know, I think, so far as women 
are concerned, you're gey and easy pleased,”’ and she smiled 
up at him with her shrewd, pawky, plain little face, sadly 
disconcerting him, for he was not used to the subtleties of 
women who knew the game. 

““What do you mean ? ”’ he asked suspiciously. 

“‘T was thinking,” said the old lady, “‘ of a girl called 
Jean Armour,” and she looked at him with penetrating 
and unflinching eyes. 

““ Easy pleased,” said he, with a flush appearing on his 
pallid countenance. ‘‘Madam, if you knew Jean 
Armour - 

“My rural swain,” said the lady, rapping him on the 
fingers with her fan, ‘‘ you'll maybe can write braw poetry, 
but there are things you do not understand. When I 
talked about your being easily pleased, I was not passing 
judgment on the girl I name, whom I have never had the 
honour to see, but thinking of what is due to her, and of 
the way that you forget, and of your readiness to 
interest yourself in any other bonny face that comes 
the way. It’s wonderful to me, who ken women, 
how you clever men can be glamoured by a little 
flattery from any designing creature with a languishing 
eye—— 

“You are hardly fair to your friend or loyal to your sex,” 
said the poet, relieved and laughing, 

“T like my friend in spite of her failings,’ said Miss 
Nimmo, taking snuff. “I have plenty of my own; and 
she was made by nature for the beguiling of silly men- 
bodies like yourself. And I am so loyal to my sex that I 
cannot think but with compassion of the lassie Jean, in 
Ayr.” 

“I can think of her mysel’,” said Burns, abruptly and 
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uneasily. ‘‘I hope you haven’t mentioned her to Mrs 

Maclehose ? ”’ 

. * It wouldna make muckle odds if I did—to Mrs Macle- 
ose. 

“Who is she? What is she?” eagerly pursued the 
poet. 

‘An honest married woman who has had a family of 
feur,’’ replied Miss Nimmo, with a faint malicious smile, 
and the face of the poet fell a little—a family of four was 
something of a staggerer ! 

“ A widow ?”’ he asked indifferently, remembering there 
had been no mention of a Mr Maclehose. 

“In a fashion,” said Miss Nimmo. ‘‘ Grass. Her hus- 
band is in the Indies, and she hopes he’ll bide there. Mean- 
time it is plain she wants to keep herself in practice at the 
gallivanting. I’m touched at her raptures over your book ; 
she must have raced through it unco fast, for she borrowed 
my copy at nine o’clock last night when she heard there was 
a chance she might see you here.” 

“ She’s clever enough to understand even my poor book 
at a gallop,” said Burns, pulling down his embroidered 
waistcoat. “ What time did you say was her tea ? ”’ 

Miss Nimmo sighed. “ Hech, sirs! and this is genius !”’ 
said she. “‘ My Nancy’s got a head like a fizzy drink, and 
a tongue like the clatter-bane o’ a duck, and the Bard o’ 
Caledon, forgettin’ the ‘ true pathos and sublime ’ he writes 
so bonnily about, is just as easily made dizzy wi’ her arts as 
if he were a writer’s clerk. Ye read French ? ”’ 

“Yes,” said the bard ; and she plucked a volume from 
the table and directed his attention to Voltaire’s counsel to 
the Duchess of Richelieu :— 


Ne vous aimez pas trop; c’est moi qui vous en prie, 
C’est le plus stir moyen de vous aimer toujours. 

I) faut mieux étre amis tout le temps de la vie 

Que d’étre amants pour quelques jours. 


“Quite so!” said the poet ; “it’s long since I learned 
that philosophy for mysel’, but what o’clock did ye say was 
the lady’s tea ?”’ 

An injured knee kept Burns to his lodgings for some days 
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after this, and he missed the chance of drinking tea with 
Mrs Maclehose, on whose charms of person and mind he 
had the better opportunity for musing. One evening, after 
a succession of blythe and roystering visitors, in a state of 
pleasant exaltation he wrote the lady a letter, drafting 
it carefully first in the very best style of ‘‘ The Elegant. 
Letter Writer,’ on which he and Gilbert had one time 
modelled their correspondence. 


I do love you, if possible, still better for having so fine a taste 
and turn in poesy (he wrote), I have again gone wrong in my usual 
unguarded way, but you may erase the word, and put esteem, 
respect, or any other tame Dutch expression you please in its place. 
I believe there is no holding converse or carrying on correspondence 
with an amiable woman—much less a GLORIOUSLY AMIABLE FINE 
WOMAN, without some mixture of that delicious passion whose most 
devoted slave I have more than once had the honour of being. 


“That’s the style for Mistress Blue-stocking !’’ he ex- 
claimed complacently, as he read it over. ‘“‘ It wouldna be 
muckle use wi’ Jean,’ and then, resuming his pen, he wrote. 
these memorable words :— 


Oh Clarinda! shall we not meet in a state, some yet unknown 
state of being where the lavish hand of plenty shall minister to the 
highest wish of benevolence, and where the chill north wind of 
prudence shall never blow over the flowery fields of enjoyment ! 
If we do not, man is made in vain, 


“ By the Lord !”’ said he, “ that’s genius!” and taking 
another toddy went well pleased with himself to bed. 

Next morning he read the still-unposted letter, and 
laughed. ‘‘ Oh, Robin! Robin! whatna Machiavelli !”’ 
he exclaimed. “ And whatna dulcet key! ‘ Lavish hand 
of plenty,’ by Gad! ‘North wind of prudence’! ‘ Flow- 
ery fields of enjoyment’! Keep us! what transparent 
sophistry! It would make even Jean laugh, and Miss 
Nimmo, if she saw it, would be unco nippy. Oh, Rab! 
ye write a bonny letter!” 

He took a penny from his pocket and tossed it. 

“ Heads,” said he when it fell. “ The letter goes, with 
north winds and flowery fields and a’ the rest o’t; I 
wouldna say but it’s just the thing for Nancy Maclehose.” 

And so began the Clarinda correspondence. 
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On the morning of the murder at Priesthill, a figure 
wrapped to the heel in black came out from the woods of 
Sorn—dark groves of refuge fear, and spiritual ambush ; 
sped westward by the rough bush-cumbered little valley 
where the water of the Ayr went splashing, and nowhere 
ventured on the highway which pursued the moorland 
level. Below his tricorne hat there showed grey haffits 
blowing in the wind, and a velvet mask which gave alarm- 
ing import to his movements, that were stealthy, sly, and 
calculated, as of one who was on paths inimical. When the 
muirfowl rose before him, clangouring, he stopped with 
hands of twitching terror on his mantle ; the whistle of a 
whaup would kindle gleams of searching apprehension in 
those orbits framed behind the velvet ; sometimes a flock 
of wheeling plovers sent him skulking among bushes. 

And yet the country and the morning were devoid of any 
visible hostility. No shapes of fear, no menace of con- 
spiracy were in the glen. The river chattered friendlily ; 
a thousand birds were warbling through the rain; the 
wild-flowers filled the air with the very breath of innocence ; 
mankind might never have been there before him ; the 
world of passion seemed remote. 

But still, for Peden, it was in a vale of terror that he 
went, glowered on by things invisible ; that rap at dawn 
upon the shuttered window and the cry of yon distracted 
messenger had withered up his fortitude. He gibbered as 
he stumbled through the rushes, “A voice in Ramah! 
A voice in Ramah! Mirren weeping for her children !”’ 
No warbling birds, no opening flowers, no tang of the rain- 
wet heather made themselves apparent to his senses ; all 
his being was surrendered to the wonder at his own miracu- 
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lous prevision, and his panic fears of what at any moment 
might descend—the shouting troopers and that fiend their 
captain, wet at the hands with the blood of good John 
Brown. 

At last he had to leave the river hollow and go over 
stones at Carpell Burn, where was no scrog or scrap of 
leafy shelter; and his heart appeared to fill his bosom 
when he stood revealed to miles of open moorland. He 
knew it as he knew his Book—Ayrs Moss, so melancholy 
to his foot-sore wandering youth, so much more mournful 
now that every wind upon it was a dirge for Richie 
Cameron, and the hills before him, brown and desolate, 
and hung with rags of vapour which had often been his 
friend. It was the land he called the Wilderness—bleak, 
mossy, patched with the ashen grey of withered heather. 
There was no crevice of these heights that had not har- 
boured him, no secret hollow where he had not worshipped 
with the persecuted. Had it been night, though only with 
the guidance of the stars !—but daylight that was never 
favourite with him; and Claverse on the hunt, his skir- 
mishers perhaps in every valley ! 

Oh, piteous Ayr, become a land oppressed! Its villages 
sat quaking ; ever to be looked or listened for at dawn or 
nightfall, glinting scabbards and the sound of drums ! 

Some miles away, beyond the road to Stra’ven, in a 
solitude so absolute that time itself as well as tragedy 
might have overlooked it, stood a tenant house that in 
this dawn of May was pitiful to hear and to behold. For 
it had a voice—no chink of it but gushed a widow’s lamen- 
tations and the grief of bairns, and the very thatch ap- 
peared to weep; the blinded windows spoke of some 
disaster, At intervals a dog, as one bereft, pawed at the 
fastened door, raised up his head and howled, and fancy 
might have credited the bleating lambs, penned on the 
brae-face, with forebodings. -No morning smoke came 
from the chimney : eternal night and cold were seemingly 
come down on the home of the Christian Carrier. 

Peden, having wound by devious ways in safety to the 
Dippal foot, with every step accompanied by false alarms, 
a challenge in each whistle of the Wilderness, each distant 
rock or solitary rowan-tree a horseman to his timid 
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imagination, broke from the cover of the burn at last with 
tremulous hesitation, and ventured forth upon the level 
round the house of woe, which he had quitted earlier in 
the morning, warned by his eerie sense of things impending. 

Once glance about him gave his worst surmises con- 
firmation. There were still upon the sodden turf the 
hoof-prints of the troopers ; the white-washed gable wall 
was splashed with red ; a clump of tansy where the martyr 
fell was flattened. Only one event was manifest in the 
sound of grief’s surrender that arose from the interior 
where so often he had joined in psalms. 

He stood upon the threshold, lifting up his voice, and 
cried, ‘‘ Anathema! Maranatha! Woe to the beast that 
ascendeth out of the bottomless pit and maketh war on 
the saints, and on his head the name of blasphemy !”’ 

Silence, the most profound, fell on the wailing household 
for a moment. 

He looked about him furtively. In these few hours the 
place had taken on unwonted mournfulness ; here ever- 
more, it seemed, should be a frozen hearth: surely never 
played here children on the knoll, nor rose upon that 
grassy holm the Sabbath worship of God’s remnant ! 
But most of all ’twas fear he felt that Moses had let his 
hand go down and Amalek prevail; that even the Cloak 
of Darkness could not save him any longer from his 
enemy. 

There was a clatter of the iron sneck; the door was 
opened, and the widow looked upon the prophet. Her form 
was as the fir-tree, tall and slender; like to the bud of 
ash her slackened hair; her visage hard as stone, which 
yesterday was filled with melting love for all mankind. 
No more tears from now for Mirren Weir! The fount of 
them was arid as a cinder; she scarcely seemed to know 
‘she had an infant at her breast. Behind her stood a 
weeping girl of ten, a woman from the Waterhead, and 
David Steel of Lesmahagow and his wife. 

“Ye have come back!” exclaimed the widow. “I 
little thought when ye said the morn was dark as ye 
departed that it would bide sae dark indeed.” ; 

“ John ?” said the prophet, mumbling from behind his 
foolish craven mask. ‘Is he in from the hill?” And the 
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lie that was in the futile question almost turned upon his 
throat. 

“In from the hill, I'll warrant ye!’ quo’ she, with 
unimaginable bitterness. ‘‘ Come ben for yourself and 
see him!” 

“T knew it!” said he, with the triumph, hardly to be 
concealed, of one whose foresight had been justified. “TI 
warned ye to have linen ready when I wed ye to him, and 
I said this morn was fearful,’ and he put a foot within the 
doorway. 

“Nay! nay!” the widow cried, with a clutch upon his 
cloak of darkness. ‘‘ Who looks on the face of him that 
was my man, John Brown, daur look without a mask on 
him : he never flinched himsel’ to look on men or devils.”’ 

With his cloak released, the velvet off his forehead, 
and his face revealed as weather-beaten, shorn, astringent, 
lit with eyes fanatical, old Peden stood at last beside the 
bed himself had slept in seven hours before. He lifted off 
the plaid and shuddered. Not sorrow was in his face, nor 
any hint of Christian resignation, but a squall of furious 
hate. 

“Dogs! dogs!” he cried, and shook his fists. ‘‘ They 
would harry the sheep-folds of Israel and track the Lord’s 
anointed like to hares upon the mountain! Where is the 
one city of refuge from their cruel fangs in all this land ? 
Some Kedash of Napthali, Bezer or Ramoth-Gilead? A 
bloody end and terrible, O Lord, to that messan whalp, 
John Graham of Claverhouse! Let him die without the 
witness of the spirit, and his bones be turned to whistles. 
Ay! ay! thou son of Belial, death’s door is only on the 
hasp for thee ; I see thee on the heather, all thy wars 
accomplished, thy tack run out ; ’twere well for thee had 
thou been born without a limb to hash and haggle at the 
Saitits') o4. 30 ber Ue playa 

He prayed with a great gale of the spirit as he stood 
beside the bed, and aye the widow looked at him as the 
tears streamed down his face, and aye the widow wondered 
at the Providence which would rob her of her man and 
spare this ranting atomy, with neither wife nor wean. His 
prayer seemed never-ending ; the knees of her were sore 
upon the flagstones ; the woman of the Waterhead took 

286 


THE CLOAK OF DARKNESS 


out the children, who again were started to their crying, 
terrified by Peden’s fierce Apocalyptic gusts; the pair 
from Lesmahagow—decent bodies !—felt that unction 
pass into their souls emollient as butter. They groaned 
with pious fervour. 

“ And now we will praise God!” said the prophet when 
his prayer was done, and whipped from his mantle-neuk a 
book of psalms. Alone he chanted :— 


He in his pavilion shall 
Me hide in evil days ; 

In secret of his tent me hide, 
And on a rock me raise. 


The voice of him in praise was like the wind in withered 
sedges, dry and thin, now lifting to a shrill and scrannel 
quavering, now lapsing to a husky dying fall, and aye the 
widow woman looked at him and saw no grief nor any fire 
of vengeance, but a gloating. Her heart, made raw by 
her disaster, was exceeding sensitive ; it touched her to 
the quick to find him vain that his prognostications were 
fulfilled, rejoicing in the very horror of the crime as con- 
firmation of the very worst that he had thought of Claver- 
house ; the sappier in his unction that himself was not 
the victim. 

She raised no voice herself, but looked out at the window, 
and what she saw with any comprehension added to her 
misery. Already the day had taken on a shining visage 
and the heartless laverock rained his rapture from the 
heavens. But there was no hillock visible on which she 
had not seen John’s figure sometime dark against the sky ; 
no drain or dyke that did not speak his handiwork ; the 
very grass had lost its old significance ; were the moun- 
tains levelled in the night and the verdure of the land 
destroyed by fire from heaven, she could not have a sense 
more anguished of a world made desolate. 

“‘ How happened it ? ” old Peden asked. 

“Ts that not kent to ye?” she asked. ‘‘ Perhaps had 
ye but bided with us, John had never sought the hill. 
But gang ye would at yon unco hour of morning, and his 
sleep was broken, and he went with a flaughter-spade for 
peats as soon as he had seen ye over Greenock Water. 
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The horsemen came on him from Cairntable, and they 
drove him to this very door. . . . I stood there with his 
bairns! J stood there with his bairns! . .. ‘ You will 
take the Oath!’ said Claverse, and the pistol in his hand. 
John looked at him without a quiver, and the children 
grat. He put his hand a moment on the head of Isobel, 
and said, ‘No oath for me except against Socinian and 
Arminian error!’ ‘Then to your prayers!’ said Satan ; 
‘T will give you three short minutes!’ . . . They shot 
him. He had on a shirt that I tucked at the sleeves this 
very morning! I stood there with his bairns, and they 
were greetin’ bitterly. ‘What think ye of your husband 
now, my woman ?’ Claverse asked me. ‘I never thought 
so much of him as at this hour!’ I answered, and I 
gathered up—I gathered up What garred ye go this 
morning ? Did ye jalouse this thing that was in store for 
me?’ She grasped the prophet by the coat lapel and 
stared into his eyes ; the vanity of his reputed gift possessed 
him. 

“Thad,” croaked he, ‘a vision of the night, and heard 
as in a dwaum the crack of hagbuts. Oh! that I were 
there with John and Richie !”’ 

“Nay, nay!” cried she, “‘for these were men and 
perished for the Covenant, and Alexander Peden aye was 
lurking in the breckens! Ye kent the doom appointed, 
and ye fled without a word of warning !”’ 

““Wheesht, Mirren, wheesht!’”’ said the woman of 
Lesmahagow. i 

“That will I not!” cried Mirren Weir, with a loweing 
eye. ‘‘ This man that is alive and hale and my man John 
stretched yonder, has helped to make mickle dule in 
Galloway and Ayrshire. From the Patmos of Holland 
and the sanctuary of the Bass he and his kind have egged 
on better men to the Grassmarket gallows and the cane- 
brakes of Carolina. Oh, Peden! Peden! Ye have the 
gift of prophecy, but not the grace of God as my John had 
it, nor the spirit of a puddock. Ye might have told me ! 
Ye might have told me! But no! ye fled without a word, 
and took my husband for convoy, and he was the one to 
perish.” 

“Woman ! ’’—began the prophet. 
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““No more a woman !—a widow wronged !”’ she cried. 
‘It’s many a time ye marched, but ye never yet got to the 
battlefield. You, indeed, to talk of the sword of Jero- 
boam! With your velvet mask and your cloak of dark- 
ness, and your prospect-glass to scan the land before ye 
ever ventured from your den! Where were ye when the 
remnant were at Bothwell Brig and Rullion Green ?—like 
a brock on the bield of the hill! Ye have denounced the 
Indulgences, and who, forsooth, so much indulged as 
Alexander Peden, in every cot house in Carrick, Kyle, or 
Cunningham, or skulking in Glendyne of Sanquhar, or 
the hills of Wanlockhead, or in the thickets of Loch Trool ? 
I value not your gift a docken leaf! Oh, God! had ye but 
told me what this morning threatened! John Brown! 
John Brown !”’ 

A discernible change came upon Peden’s countenance ; 
he blenched who was saffron-wan by nature, and fell a- 
trembling to find himself for once regarded with defiance 
and contempt. 

“T never set up to be a man of war,”’ quo’ he. 

‘‘ Wha winna march,” said she, ‘‘ should never blow the 
trumpet! There’s my man deid!” | 

““To him,” said the prophet, “‘ are all the purchased and 
promised blessings ! ”’ 

“ But still-and-on he’s deid, and I’m a living woman 
she protested. ‘“‘ Ye never lifted hand nor tongue to save 
him. The veil has been taken off my face, and I see you, 
Peden, for the fox you are, and the rock your habitation ! ”’ 

Before the fury of her voice the prophet shrank. At 
last he gathered his cloak about him, placed the mask again 
upon his pallid countenance, and skipped through the 
cottage door. The hillside for the moment had no dread 
for him that was any greater than his terror of that search- 
_ing tongue. He dropped below the level of the Priesthill 
dwelling, dedicate to woe, and sought with shambling steps 
the upper waters of the Nethan; the footprints of the 
troopers leading to the west made his return to Sorn a 
hazard. But ever his eye was on the hilltops, ever his ear 
alert for some halloo. 


{?? 
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It was a dirty day in mid-November. The roads of Niths- 
dale, after weeks of rain, were fetlock-deep with mire, and 
the gauger’s pony, ten parishes and two hundred miles of 
roads like these to her credit for the week, was very weary. 
If she smelt her oats at Ellisland, she did not show it in the 
usual way by the quickened pace and the eager shudder of 
the withers ; she had fallen from a canter to a trot, from 
a trot toa walk. The steam rose from her flanks, and the 
flakes of froth were washed from off her neck by the rain 
that fell continuously ; her head hung low. On treeless 
slopes, seen dimly against vague horizons on that weeping 
afternoon, or rising over sky-lines thinly fringed with 
starved, wild, haggard pines ; or again in the scanty winter 
woods, the pony and her rider might have seemed to an 
observer, had there been one, like the last survivors of some 
hopeless sally in the endless fight of man against uncon- 
querable wilds. Sometimes she turned a sad complaining 
eye upon her master when she felt his heel, 

He was weary himself—sick-tired to the very soul! It 
was not altogether the weariness of the flesh, for once that 
day, for a too brief hour, he had been mighty. Back 
beyond Dunscore, he had had the idea for a song at the 
sight of a girl who smiled upon him from a wayside stead- 
ing, and suddenly he had felt the old fond rapture ; wak- 
ened and transported—not by the girl, for she was soon 
forgotten, but by that heady gush of song creation that 
tore through his brain at times, and made him feel eternal 
and gigantic. He had not found the words for the song 
beyond “ Ae fond kiss and then we sever,” but he had the 
sweet low wail of it somewhere in his head, and was content 
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to give every pulse of his heart to the emotion that he knew 
from experience he should easily find the words for later on. 

There and then he was not weary. There and then was 
he invincible, for to him without research had come the 
true divine elation, that exaltation of the soul he some- 
times sought for in the bottom of a glass with old com- 
panions, only to find a coarser substitute. "Twas then he 
knew he would not die, he could not die ; that he was older 
than the hills, and would outlast them ; that he had been 
admitted to the Secret ; that he partook of God’s delight in 
that ancient hour when He was happy, and in one evening 
filled the empty space with shining stars! The rare joy 
of his senses went to his very blood and bone, so that his 
limbs became like iron; he could have split the oak with 
Cyclop fingers, or hurled the boulders of the Nith over the 
Lowther Hills ! 

Now, in this miry afternoon, home-coming, an utter 
weariness possessed him, holding him in body less than in 
his spirit. Round him was a landscape that in summer and 
in sunshine always filled his mornings with a gladness to 
contemplate, but was now become most gloomy and por- 
tentous. The dripping little woods were full of creaking 
boughs and lawless shadows; the mist-wrapped braes, 
appearing so inimical and strange; the river so inhuman 
and so out of key with any mood of conflict, helpless, swirl- 
ing to the Solway just because it must, without volition, 
as men swirl giddily through space and time—these 
fed the stark rebellion of his soul at the fate that mastered 
him. And he was come in sight of Ellisland, his farm. 
The place brought to his soul a pang as if the memory of an 
ancient sin had stung him. There it was, its steading 
bowered in trees, near the verge of the gravelly precipice 
that sank to the river’s side, a poet’s farm, God help him ! 
—a visionary’s choice, as if a man could harvest crops of 
shilfy-song or winnow a rent from evening sunshine ! — 

Clarke, his ploughman, came ganting—suspicious sign ! 
—from the barn to take in his horse. Burns put the reins 
in his hands and looked at him for a moment like a man 
that burst with tidings. 

“Did ye ever hear tell o’ Sisyphus, Will? ”’ said he, 


and the ploughman stared at his master. 
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‘‘Man!’’ said he, ‘‘I think there used to be an auld 
packman wi’ that by-name that gaed aboot Kirkmahoe 
when I was there , 

“Na, na, Will, that wasna my Sisyphus,” said Burns. 
‘* Ye can aye let down a pack, and a pack’s something wise- 
like, but Sisyphus was a king in Corinth, and now he is in 
Hell, for doom to push a bowlder o’ stane for ever up a hill 
where it winna bide. There’s a lot mair joyous recreations 
I could think o’ for a king, that ance was happy, and can 
mind, that still has all his faculties about him, and beholds, 
at his labour, the accursed truth. My God! My God!” 
The cry burst from him like a cry of Calvary, and over his 
fields he looked, his sodden cauldrife fields, so helplessly 
unprofitable, and at his cottage with its dripping thatch 
already rotting, and at his fowls that sheltered in the byre 
door. In his eyes flamed wild rebellion. 

“The Globe at Dumfries again !”’ thought the plough- 
man, turning to lead in the mare. 

Burns held him for a moment with his hand upon his 
sleeve. ‘“‘ Tell me this, Will,” he demanded. ‘ Are ye a 
contented man? Do ye sleep sound at nicht? Do ye 
mind auld things? Do ye ever think ye micht be better ? 
Do ye see yoursel’ the actual man ye are? Do ye meet wi’ 
mony folk that understand ye? Have ye ever had but a 
glimpse 0’ a’ the possible joys o’ life, and seen them gaun 
by yeahs Nith down there, wi’ you stuck helpless on the 
bank ? ” 

The questions poured forth from him in a spate; he 
stood with his plaid half-loosened, as eager in his manner 
as if his fate were in the answer. 

““O, I'm no complainin’,” said the ploughman, whose 
mind had grasped but little of this fierce, bewildering 
catechism. ‘‘ I’m no’ complainin’, I aye tak’ my meat, 
and sleep like a peerie.”’ 

Burns looked in the broad red face with envy, his own 
pallid and drawn with inward pain. 

“Ye’re the lucky man!”’ said he, and then he started, 
for from the cottage came an infant’s cry—piteous, pathetic, 
the protest of the soul that is torn from heaven for a space 
of years to suffer trial. A myriad fresh emotions shook 
the gauger as he listened, and last of all a gush of tenderness. 
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“In wi’ the meare!” he said, and slapped her kindly 
on the shoulders. 


Next day was Saturday. He stayed at home. 

“What Sisyphus was this ye were haiverin’ to Will 
Clarke about last nicht, Rab?” asked his wife. ‘‘ He’s 
been at Sisyphus a’ this mornin’, and jalousin’ it’s some 
new sang ye are makin’. I tell’t him I never heard tell o’ 


Sisyphus.” 
“ And I wish to the Lord I had never heard tell 0’ him 
either, Jean,” said Burns. ‘‘ He’s just a chiel in a book, 


that had a gey ill task to do, and did the best he could, but 
could never get it done, and kent he couldna.”’ 

“* Are ye sure it was a man, Rab ?”’ asked Jean Armour. 
““Tt’s liker to have been his wife,’ and she started to rock 
the cradle, humming a country air. 

Burns wrapped his plaid about him, for the day, though 
dry, was bitter cold. He went down before the house on a 
path that wound to a slip of holm, and walked by the 
river’s bank, here overhung by trees. The melancholy of 
the night before was gone completely ; the irrevocable past 
and Ellisland’s cold, clammy acres—“‘ the riddlings of the 
world ’’—were no longer like a black dog on his back ; he 
was even in a mood to rejoice that after all he had made a 
poet’s choice, if not a farmer’s, when he picked on Ellisland. 
To his mind came a promise he had made to Grose the week 
before that he should write a poem about the Carrick 
witches. 

Now, it was the way of Burns, when he would spur 
emotion to give truth and passion to his lines, to seek, not 
through his later years for the inspiration, but in those 
golden irrecoverable hours that seemed to have concluded 
with abruptness, when he turned his back upon the land of 
Ayr. Never in youth had he been, strictly speaking, 
happy; sordid needs and fierce rebellions; shame, am- 
bition, inability, and pride, made, in these early times, the 
texture of his being, and weighing now with then, his 
intellect would have convinced him that his present state 
was vastly more enjoyable. But the heart, and not the 
head, was ever his adjudicator, and his heart invested 
certain transient hours by Doon with incommunicable 
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grandeur, for no other reason than that there and then he 
had been innocent and young. All Kyle, in such reflec- 
tions, was invested with a fond and pensive charm for 
whose surrender the most princely future could not make 
amends. He loved her very stones ! 

From Edinburgh parlours, Highland and _ Border 
wanderings, communion with his social and intellectual 
betters, he had nothing learned that was not his already 
when he walked behind the plough, and all the fervours, all 
the sweet illusions and enchantments which he gave a voice 
in song were harvested in Ayrshire. 

Babbling river !—babbling Nith!—a fonder cry, a 
sweeter chuckle on the stones was in old Doon whereto this 
water of Dumfries recalled him. As on many a night, 
awake, an exile, and remembering, he followed her again 
through all her courses, from the great dark muirland 
reservoir, by deep ravines and Castle Downans fairy dells, 
down into Alloway and the bay of Ayr. It was the sound 
of distant waters, and estranged, that sang through his 
imaginative ear this afternoon ; the river Ayr herself swept 
through his retrospect—how blest was he to have been 
born upon her banks! 

Old homes, each with a ghost of him yet tenanting its 
silence, still were standing where he left them, faithful 
to the streams he had deserted—Mount Oliphant, Lochlie, 
Mossgiel ; and folk he knew who had been young with him, 
still breathed the native air. 

Thus wrapped in the essential sentiment of youth and 
home from which the vivifying spirit of his music always 
came, he turned his inward gaze upon the earliest scene 
that had impressed his childhood eerilie—the ruin of Kirk 
Alloway, and in a flash beheld its possibilities for the thing 
he sought. 

The old Kirkoswald legend, and the man of Shanter 
Farm! The story cried for more of fantasy and fun than 
it ever got in Mauchline taverns, and Douglas Graham 
was manifestly designed by Heaven to be its chief 
protagonist. 

The sun, as it were in benediction on his essay, burst 
through the surf of clouds and poured illumination. Burns 
paced beside the river, muttering, 
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“When chapmen billies leave the street, 
And drouthy neebors, neebors meet, 
As market days are wearing late 


By God! Ihave it! It’s the night and it’s the weather, 
and the right lilt for a body startin’ on an unco journey wi’ 
nae convoy except a wheen o’ witches. Mirk lanes and 
dreepin’ thickets; glaur underfoot; an angry wife at 
hame ; an awfu’ lowe in the aisle of Alloway ; the Brig o’ 
Doon to cross, and Shanter seven miles awa ! 


market days are wearing late, 
And folks begin to tak’ the gate. 
And we sit 


And we sit, and we sit—now what would we be sittin’ 
daein’? Are ye there, Shanter? Ay, there ye are, 
auld Truepenny! What would ye be sittin’ late for? 
Bowsing, of course ! 


And we sit bowsing at the nappy, 
And getting fou and unco happy—— 


Rab, man! ye rascal, ye’re fair started! If gaugin’ was as 
easy!’ 

For hours he paced the sheltered holm attended by the 
shapes of men and fantasy created by his will. Below, 
the Nith went rushing to the Solway, in ignorance of the 
appointed end, but fearless. Green plovers wheeled and 
cried above his fields; when the sun was whelmed in 
clouds, the air was cold. But not for Burns, who, for his 
fever, loosed the grey plaid and gave his bosom to the wind. 
Tears came to him, and laughter; he fell on each fancy 
like a prize and clutched it till it took a shape in cadence 

‘and in rhyme; more often better blessed as are the 
noblest artists, thought and words were born together in 
his brain. 

A hundred times he went back on the lines completed, 
sometimes to enrich or chasten, but his aim was rather to 
maintain the whole in tone, as clouds are, and the forests, 
the colours of bays and ships, the sounds of storm, the 
choiring of the cherubim. And his imagination the more 
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surely mastered him at every repetition, so that he 
shivered when 

The wind blew as ‘twould blawn its last, 

The rattling showers rose on the blast, 


The speedy gleams the darkness swallowed ; 
Loud, deep and lang, the thunder bellowed. 


He wept at his image of brevity of pleasure that 


like the snaw, falls in the river, 
A moment white then lost for ever. 


He saw before him 


Doon pour all its floods, 


and only for a moment woke to see that it was the Nith that 
thundered at the bend. 

The sun was setting on the distant hills when the poet 
was done; a rookery went clanging home, and to his 
bosom flew content. To his mind came that great ease, 
that satisfaction which attends on inspiration met with 
open arms, not shunned for fear or indolence, nor for a 
second set aside until the work is done. ’Twas done! 
’Twas good! He felt himself a king, and this was his 
golden hour. From the stuff of dreams, from the impal- 
pable air, he had fashioned human characters, had made 
a little world of Scottish people with all their whims and 
humours, mystery and fears. Oh! he loved them, drunk 
or sober—he, their creator, he that wrought the miracle 
and brought them from the void. But more he joyed that 
he had, in their making, maintained the deeper, greater, 
more abiding thing—the Symbol, the essential soul that 
makes all that is great in the art of man a microcosm, a 
miniature of the world—the world that cries with vast 
night-deep and interstellar tragedies, and stuns to think on, 
yet is no bigger than a nut! Ellisland’s cold bankrupt 
acres ?—Bah! How little did they matter! The glimpses 
of what had seemed a Paradise—Edinburgh and Clarinda, 
and the parlours lost ?—a fig for them! The narrow ways, 
the hard, poor years in front, the shrinking store of money ? 
—what matter if he died a beggar, he had lived this hour ! 

He went back by the river side, and in where the cradle 
rocked. 

““ Jean,” he said, “ I have made a poem.”’ 
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In these days, now that folk are busy reading ‘ Annals of 
the Parish ’—and they might be worse engaged, indeed, 
a singularly taking book! I prize exceedingly the home- 
spun Irvine humour of it—I have had the fancy to relate 
a droll experience that befell me once, in which the author 
took a part. It was the first but not the only time I got 
a peep at what lies out beyond this tolbooth of the flesh, 
these iron bars of reason that encage us with our businesses, 
our dubious certainties, our poor, cramped, timorous 
senses nothing better than the brutes, and I got that 
glorious vision through a daft man’s eyes. At least he 
would be so reputed. But me, I cannot think of him as 
daft, nay, rather with the stanchions and the fetters of the 
spirit broken, flying where he wist ! 

John Galt had come to Ayrshire on a jaunt, to call, as 
he professed, upon a cousin’s man who had a lint-work in 
the Vennel here, but more, I think, to see the country and 
the folk he put into his books. He was a great big body of 
a man, with jet-black hair and melancholy eyes ; and what 
was his diversion but to play the flute! ’Twas droll to me 
to think that this pock-marked and namely gentleman had 
one time been my closest school-companion, and had 
travelled round the world and seen a multitude of wonders ; 
had written books, and yet was come to sit a night or two 
~ at my fireside and play a fife. It was the first time that 
I heard his own air, ‘‘ Lochnagar.”’ 

A few of us about that period made a practice to go 
down and sit an hour or two ilk other evening in the 
skippers’ room of old Macaskill’s Black Whale Inn at the 
foot of the Quayhead Wynd. “ About that period,” says 
I; ah, sirse! I must allow it was a long one; all my 
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cronies of the skippers’ room have died since-syne. I 
have grown old there in the Black Whale Inn, sitting at 
nights and musing on the world—lost ships, lost men, 
strange ports, God’s charity, and the stars. And often in 
the winter nights, when harboured towns are dreary, seep- 
ing-wet with rain and shivering with the gale, there come 
across the quays to me the creaking of the blocks, the 
clattering of capstans, wind whistling in the cordage, 
seamen’s cries, the smells of timber and of spices. It 
vexes to the core to think that I have seen so little of the 
world! ‘All places that the eye of Heaven rests upon 
are, to the wise man, ports and happy havens.”” Ah! yes, 
but this poor harbour !—this poor inn !—this done old 
man ! 

It was the back-end of the year when Galt came to us ; 
he could hardly get about the town for dirty weather, and 
the consolation of his flute, I think, was sorely needed, for 
he rarely had a chance to venture out of doors. There had 
been in his mind, I knew, a fine idea to go round his boy- 
hood’s scenes and make a harvest of a crop we never 
laboured. much in Ayrshire—characters of men and 
women, seaport yarns and landward oddities, queer 
sayings, country words going out of vogue. But his crop 
at the hinder-end resolved itself just into what he got of 
native lore from me. He would play the flute to ancient 
airs that kittled up my memory, and, fairly started, I 
would crack away like some pen-gun. 

There was one night yonder that he seemed to think my 
stock was done of things rememberable. He sharped the 
keelavine with which he jotted down his memoranda, 
hummed and hawed, and at the last proposed that I 
should take him to some tavern. 

‘“They’re very low, John; very low,” says I. “ Just 
suitable for common bodies like myself, or, antrin whiles, a 
merchant skipper ;’’ and my eye was on his broadcloth 
coat,—a desperate stylish gentleman was Johnny ! 

“There’s nothing low in life,” said he, “ but as we make 
it. You have done very well in the way of playing up to 
my gentility, with sitting here at night like some douce 
married man that never rang a tavern bell, but I prefer to 
ken the way ye live for ordinar;’’ and he chuckled. 
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“There must be some old howff where bachelors 
convene.” 

I took him to the Black Whale Inn, down lanes that 
sluiced with water, and, as was to be expected on a night 
so wild, found nobody was in the skippers’ room. We 
ordered in the rummers, sat for half an hour at most our 
lones beside a chaffer fire, and listened to the rain play 
blash upon the shutters. A scoury night, I’ll warrant you ! 
—and cold. We had not been long out of it when it drew 
on to sleet. 

It came upon me of a sudden, sitting there, the pair of 
us, that we were two old men ! 

He was a namely character, and I had built a thriving 
business—but our youth was bye! I took at first a fright 
to think of it! So many things undone—so many joys 
untasted—loves no more open to me—visions drifted— 
voices changed! Could this be all that fortune had to give 
us at the last of it, to sit, two bodachs, drinking toddy by a 
tavern fire? Well might the young ones, having neither 
fame nor fortune, look on us with pity, still in the morning 
breeze themselves or walking in the moonlight, keeping 
tryst. 

Deane it was a fancy, but I thought the same wae 
humour came to Galt, For once we had not much to say. 
He looked asklent at me, and then a long while in the fire, 
and then, in some queer wanton cantrip, put his flute 
together and began to play. Perhaps you know an air 
called ‘‘ Bennachie ”’ ?>—“‘ Ae day gie me o’ youthfu’ life 
at the back 0’ Bennachie.”’ 

He breathed it very soft into the instrument; he 
chirmed it, as we say of linties whistling quietly with yon 
melancholy note they have before the storm. I took my 
toddy-ladle and I beat the time upon my knee ; and out 
of doors the wind cried like a hopeless being minding 
happier things. 

His verse was hardly finished when the chamber door 
went bang, and in upon us came a man for all the world 
like Aiken Drum. He had the clothing of a supercargo ; 
something of the shipping line at least was in his sea-boots 
and his stunted jacket ; but there surely never walked the 
poop more orra figure. His frame was like a tattie-bogle’s, 
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every joint a bulge below his soaking garments. Never a 
cap was on the creature ; he was boulder-bald ; a high 
wide cliff of forehead beetled over deep-sunk pits of eyes. 
The sleet was in his beard; he bore a book below his 
oxter. 

Without a word for us at first he clapped down on a chair, 
syne pulled the hares-foot, summonsing Macaskill, and 
demanded ale. He took a draught of it, then turned on us 
as though we had been objects conjured by his mind. 

“ The night is wild,” said he with great solemnity, “‘ and 
it is far from Talavera! ”’ 

“Far, indeed, from Talavera, sir,’’ I answered, ‘‘ and 
indeed the night is wild.” 

John Galt said neither buff nor sty, but took apart his 
flute and stuck it in his pocket. 

The stranger started at my words, as if a human voice 
was something he had not expected. He dragged his chair 
beside me, gripped me by the knee, and put his face so 
close to mine I felt the chill come off the sleet upon him. 
“Yes! Yes!’ said he, “‘ but further still from Avalon, 
and Trebizond, and Babylon, and I have been to Babylon 
and the night is wild!” 

‘““T have never been, alas!”’ said I, “‘ to Babylon.” 

My notion was to humour him: and yet he did not look 
like one debauched. At these high-sounding names the 
visage of John Galt was quickened. He gave a scrutinizing 
look, then out his keelavine ! 

“You have not been to Babylon !”’ the stranger cried, 
like one amazed. “ Nor Trebizond, nor Samarcand, nor 
by the fable of Bellerus old! What! not Sargasso Sea 
nor yet in Nineveh! By heavens, the dark is dark, and 
wild, and it is far from Talavera! ”’ 

He pushed away his flagon from him, drew his chair in 
to the table, took the book from underneath his arm and 
turned the leaves. 

It was a book of poems and ballads. 

The gutters of the quayhead lane were running with the 
gluck of burns; the tavern shook with every wave that 
burst upon the wharf; between the blasts we heard the 
seagull screaming in the dungeon of the mirk. There is 
a melancholy that I want the words for in such winter 
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nights in small declining ports where fortunes have been 
made and lost ; where ships have rotted for the lack of 
freight or sailed abroad with no returning ; dead skippers 
in the graveyard, foreign shells on mantle-braces, grasses 
dried, and lava from Vesuvius ; eggs of the ostrich, pouches 
made of the feet of the albatross 

“Drink up!’’ I bade him hurriedly. ‘‘ Drink up, and 
have another measure !”’ but he paid no heed. 

“Listen !”’ he said, with a kindled face, and placed the 
open book before him on the table with his head between 
his hands : 


“The voice I hear this passing night was heard, 
In ancient days by emperor and clown: 
Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home, 
She stood in tears amid the alien corn ; 
The same that oft-times hath 
Charmed magic casements, opening on the foam 
Of perilous seas, in fairy lands forlorn.” 


He read it like a man uplifted, with some fury of the 
heart ; it moved me like a revelation, though I knew right 
well that noble stanza. 

“ You follow ?—‘ Magic casements,’ ’’ he repeated, with 
a raised, indeed a frenzied eye. “ And ‘ opening’ you will 
notice, ‘on the foam of perilous seas.’ By God !—‘ of 
perilous seas’! Where are the perilous seas? I ask you. 
—‘In fairy lands! In fairy lands forlorn !’” 

He put his face upon the open book and burst in tears ! 

I looked at him with fellow-feeling—truly noble lines ! 
Not Rab himself could better them. Forbye that, I had 
just discovered I was old, and this that was revealed to me 
had something of the glamourie of youthful days. The 
.sun, you thought, would never sink on such an ocean, nay, 
nor years impose acare! There must, I felt, be something 
init! For our comfort! They were forlorn, these lands, 
because we did not beach upon them, tossed on the gurly 
wave in silly cobles. Oh! many a time, since-syne, I’ve 
got the same quick glisk—but for a moment—at the gleeful 
truth behind appearance. An Eastern name sometimes 
has brought it—from the lips of some rough sailor, or I’ve 
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heard it whispered in the night-time by the night itself, 
or seen it on the water in the glitter of the moon. 

The stranger checked the transport of his feelings, raised 
his head and spoke to me again. “‘ Dark is the night,” said 
he, ‘‘ and far from Talavera! I have not been there, but 
it is in the land of Spain, and well I love the name, for 
why I cannot tell you. Should any one ask you, tell them 
all is dark in Talavera. Dark! Dark!” 

I looked at Galt ; his face was like a monument ; upon 
my word he had not got a gleam of comprehension, 
fumbling with his pencil! It dawned upon me that he had 
his bounds ! 

“The man who wrote that, builded better than the 
Pyramids of Egypt !’’ I said to the stranger. “It always 
fills me with a something I could maybe play upon the 
flute if I was master of that instrument.” 

“He wrote in two lines there,” cried out the stranger, 
‘“‘ what has never been surpassed. And it is like the place. 
I’ve seen it! J roamed the world for it, and sailed what 
seas there are in search of it, and came at last upon it, 
after fever, in a place called Maracaibo, where we fought 
with buccaneers.” 

“What ! you have seen it !”’ I cried, shaken. 

“ That, ’faith, have I!’ he declared with pride, and the 
eyes of him like coals. 

He had seen it! This windlestrae of a man with the cliff 
of skull and the raptured voice had seen the magic isle 
and open casements, on some day, perhaps, when I was 
busy with the things of Time ! 

“Sir,” I said, “let us thank God! Sometimes I have 
wondered ; I have doubted ; I have feared. It seemed as 
if it could not really be. You must be a good man, since 
Heaven has shown you such high favour. At times I have 
thought, myself, to go out in search of it, for I was, one 
time, young, and had a brave spirit, and I have never had 
a home or lover. But the years passed—sirse! how the 
years passed ! and I made a store of money 7 

“Money!” said the stranger, wincing, and drew back 
from me. “It is very dark, and far from Talavera! . . . 
Tell them, if they ask you, that her name was Isobella.”’ 

He gave the name so soft a turn, it mourned upon 
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his tongue, and moved me like the owercome of a 
song. 

I yearned unto him there and then, and longed to 
question him upon the maid that I might ken of her, but 
dared not speak her name. 

‘“ How gat ye there, sir?” I inquired of him. 

“TI thought of it, and better thought of it,’’ he said with 
great simplicity ; “it was an isle, I knew—a cay perhaps 
of coral, very lonely on the sea, but all-sufficient. And 
there it never was but Spring and the sou’-west wind. 
The sea, I would be thinking, would come in and break in 
surf upon a creek of it where young folk would be sitting 
on the sands and sea-birds would be crying all day long. 
But there must be a home upon theisle, and lattice windows 
opening on the foam. . . . I will tell you—for you are old 
—the name of her was Isobella.”’ 

Again it sounded like a chime! 

“Tt is a sweet name,’ I said. “ For this gladness I will 
pray for all that bear it.” 

“T went on ships,” said he, throwing back his head 
again, ‘‘and through the Maelstrom, and Sargasso Sea, 
and the Caribbean, and looked upon the islands of the 
ocean. There is Atlantis, and there is Avalon ; Calypso’s 
isle, and Hybrasail that is peculiarly for Erin and the people 
of the west, but none of them at all was of the magic case- 
ments, And then, one day, on a sea of peril, I saw sun- 
light glittering on lattice windows. It was a castle on the 
reef, and there I heard the harp of Isobella.” 

beves tives 1 erted, “vand then 2°” 

He turned about and slyly put his book into his pocket, 
as another man, with sleet upon his clothing, and a stern 
official eye, came in and laid a hand upon his arm. 

“You have found me!”’ said my friend. ‘I was on the 
point of going. Wild is the night and we are far from 

-Talavera!”’ 


They went out in the night, the pair of them, abreast, 
and he that was the fugitive, stepped like a man enchanted, 
Methought it was not dripping pilot that he wore, but cloth 
of gold, and on the head of him a jewel. The steeple bell 
was clashing through the lift above the tenant lands ; 
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the sound of it came to me but in fragments—tattered rags 
of ringing, blown upon the storm ; more close at hand, and 
clear within the harbour, I could hear the cry of one curlew. 
I stood bewildered in the skippers’ room, forgetting that 
my other friend was there until he spoke to me. 

“T thought for a little, yonder, I had got a story,” said 
John Galt, and put away his keelavine and pocket-book. 

“What! what!” cried I, amazed at him; “ ye mean 
to tell me that ye didna!” 

He had a face as set as flint, while I was nearly greeting. 

“Tuts! nothing but the ravings o’ a crazy man!” he 
said, and glowered at me. 

“Oh Lord! and you to play the flute and work at 
poetry !”’ I cried ; and I was vexed for him. “ Ah, John, 
ye write a bonny book, I’m no’ denying, but I’m feared 
ye’re still far ben within the bridewell 0’ the body. Or ye 
are older, far, than me. Or ye have been ower lang awa 
frae Scotland ! ” 
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THE stores and arms of the smuggler’s brig which the 
gauger Burns had boarded, sword in hand, on the previous 
day in the shallows of the Solway were being sold by 
auction in Dumfries. Cutlasses and brandy-kegs, muskets 
and marlin-spikes, were rapidly knocked down to peaceable 
burgesses who did not very much want them, but were 
rendered recklessly acquisitive by the humorous sallies 
of Jock Pender the auctioneer, who was using the smuggler 
skipper’s pistol for a gavel, and kept a couple of men from 
Taylor’s inn going briskly round the crowd with copious 
supplies of spirits, ale, and cake. 

“ And now, gentlemen,” said the auctioneer, ‘‘ we come 
at last to the bulky stuff; thae four cannon—genuine 
Carron ; see the mark o’ the foundry on them for yoursel’s. 
For a nice bit decoration to a house wi’ a plot o’ grun in 
front, there’s naething beats a pair o’ cannon. They’re 
a’ the vogue the now in London. There they are—thirty- 
two-pounders, scoops, sponges, rammers; mounted a’ 
complete! I’ve never had a finer lot o’ stuff gae through 
my hands. They’re worth twenty pounds a-piece if they’re 
worth a penny, but I’ll no’ ask that for them ; wha bids 
five ?”’ 

“‘ Shillin’s,”” cried Willie Armstrong the persistent 
humorist, and Pender turned upon him with derision. 

‘Man, Will,” he said, “‘ they’re worth that just to look 
at ; what you want’s a pen-gun and a wheen peas to pap 
sparrows wi’. Come awa’ wi’ a wise-like offer.” 

“What the deil would I dae wi’ them ?”’ asked Arm- 
strong, munching cake. 

“Ye could stick them down before your door to frighten 
aff your creditors,” suggested the auctioneer, and the 
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humorist withdrew discomfited to solace himself with 
draughts of eleemosynary ale. 

Burns, who had never been to bed since he left the 
boarding party on the previous day, stood by the carronades 
with a foot upon the trunnion ; a man with the heart to 
gush with tenderness for mouse or daisy ruined by his 
coulter, he yet had a love of arms, and kept upon his desk 
in the little closet in the Vennel the dirk of Balmerino. 
Arms were to him not cruel things for slaughtering, but the 
tools of valour, instruments of liberty, accoutrements of 
romance. Here they were, the carronades, grotesquely 
out of place in Pender’s yard ; squat, dumpy, silent, gaping 
with open throats for the breath of war. Nobody made an 
offer. He searched the faces round him for a sign that any 
one experienced his feelings at the sight of the degraded 
guns—not beautiful in themselves, but for him evocative 
of a sentiment as keen as he could get from morions and 
hauberks ; he saw indifference ; the good folk of Dumfries 
looked on this ordnance as so much useless junk. 

“Three pounds for the lot,”’ he rapped out, slapping his 
hand upon a muzzle. 

“Thank ye, Mr Burns!”’ said the auctioneer. ‘‘ Three 
pounds I’m offered for the lot; ony advance on three 
pounds? Going—going—gone!’”’ And he brought the 
pistol down on the head of a harmless cask. 

‘“Oh, the devil!’ said Burns, taken aback to have his 
impetuous bid so soon accepted. ‘‘ What am I to dae wi’ 
a battery in the Vennel ? ” 

“Ye can gie them to the French,” suggested the auc- 
tioneer, and the face of the poet lightened. 

“Faith I can!” said he. ‘“‘ Vive la Révolution! I'll 
pack them aff the morn’s morn,” and he met the astonished 
and reproachful gaze of Bailie M‘Kie with amused defiance. 

The sale went on; the Bailie sidled up to Burns on the 
outskirts of the crowd and set about a delicate remon- 
strance. He was perhaps the only man within the burgh 
qualified to do it without offence, for he came from Ayr, 
was old enough to have been once the poet’s father’s friend, 
and the poet and he, at many a Sunday skailin’ of the 
kirk, cracked fondly about Carrick, both convinced it was 
the bonniest region in the realm of Scotland. 

306 


THEGD EMO GRA T 


“T havena seen ye for a fortnight gane, Robert,” he 
began, scooping up a pinch of snuff with a tiny ivory ladle. 
““T hear that besides chasin’ the runners, ye’ve been at 
Mossgiel wi’ your brother Gilbert. How’s the mother ? ” 

“ Gettin’ gey frail,” said Burns sadly. ‘‘ I went up ane’s 
errand just tosee her. Ye wouldna ken her, Bailie—crined 
awa toa shadow! But still the pride o’ life and the vanity 
o’ the eye in her, thank God! As particular about the 
piping o’ her mutches as she ever was. Man, I wish I had 
her spunk !” 

“Ah, dear me!” said the Bailie pensively. ‘‘ I mind 
o’ Agnes on her marriage day; she was a dashing one! 
H’m! we're a’ gettin’ on in years. And what way’s 
Gilbert ? Is he keepin’ fine ? ” 

“Oh, Gilbert’s strugglin’ at it! Ye ken yoursel’ what 
Mossgiel is ?—a gey cauld clarty hole ; there’s nae fineness 
in’t for ony tenant, no, nor in ony place in Ayrshire but for 
landlords.” 

“Yes, yes, I understand,” said Bailie M‘Kie. ‘‘ Too 
true, Robert! Too true! But the market’s risin’. And 
cauld and clarty, or no’ cauld and clarty, I must say mysel’ 
I aye liked Mossgiel.”’ 

“T’m like that myself about it,’’ said the poet. “‘It 
broke my heart, God d—n it! but in these days I was free, 
and no’ a slave o’ Geordie’s, rummaging auld women’s 
cellars. Besides that, it was Ayrshire, and no’ so many 
gutsy money-bags gaun on the Mauchline plainstanes 
as in this Dumfries. Did ye ever see a town wi’ mair 
respect for Mammon or mair terror o’ a man reputed to hae 
Whiggish sentiments? They’re beginnin’ to think that 
Ihave horns! Ye’re magistrate o’ a bonny toon, Bailie!” 

Bailie M‘Kie snuffed nervously. ‘‘ About thae cannons, 
Robert,”’ he remarked. “‘ It’s none o’ my affair perhaps, 
but I kent your folk and I have a great respect for ye, so 
I hope ye’re no’ in earnest about sendin’ thae things 
to the French. The Supervisor would be sure to hear 
Ort: 

Burns shrugged his shoulders. “‘ Bailie,’ said he, “I 
have nae doubt that he will ; there’s a lot o’ sneck-drawers 
about Dumfries to clype a’ my political indiscretions to 
Corbet, but I canna help it, I could never be discreet. 

397 


AY RSHURE? TDYLLS 


I abominate the very word; it has a Hanoverian smell. 
I ken fine a’ the Corbies 0’ Dumfries are down on me 
because they understand I’m Jacobin, because I said 
George Washington was a better man than Pitt—and so he 
is, a thousand times !—and because I read the ‘ Gazetteer.’ ”’ 

‘‘ Whisht ! that’s a’ right!’ whispered the Bailie, with 
a timid glance around to see that they were not overheard. 
‘‘T whiles read the ‘ Gazetteer’ mysel’, and ye ken I’m 
as Whig as onything—in reason, Robert, in reason! but 
you're in the excise, drawin’ your seventy pounds a year 
frae Geordie ; ye should keep a calm sough and let inde- 
pendent men like Dr Maxwell or John Syme rant sedition. 
Think what ye like, man, but keep your mouth steeked ; 
that’s my advice to you, Robert !’’ and again he drenched 
himself with maccabaw, and turned away with apprehen- 
sion that some gentry from the outskirts of the burgh were 
regarding them suspiciously. 

Burns seized him by the shoulder. ‘‘That’s the real 
sneck-drawin’ policy, Bailie,” he said, ‘“‘ and I’m no’ fit for 
it. The guns are gaun to France the morn’s mornin’ :— 


Heard ye o’ the Tree o’ France, 
And wot ye what’s the name o’t ? 
Around it a’ the patriots dance, 
Weel Europe kens the fame o’t. 
It stands where ance the Bastille stood— 
A prison built by kings, man, 
When Superstition’s hellish brood 
Kept France in leading-strings, man.” 


He clung to the arm of the affrighted magistrate while 
he hummed the unholy verse, then released him with a 
laugh and went home for dinner. 

Sure enough, the cannons went next morning with a 
letter from the poet to the French Convention. The fact 
was bruited round the town before the twelve-hours’ dram. 
The merchant folk were dubious that the prank was 
rather daring even for a harum-scarum poet ; the gentry 
of the burgh were disgusted. He felt that week a polar 
rigour in the air; his closest friends were desperately 
busy ; they were not to be found even of an evening at 
the Globe. ‘It’s silly! Downricht silly!” said M‘Kie 
one evening to him, having risked a first-rate civic repu- 
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tation, even the prospect of the Provost’s chain, by 
sneaking in the dusk to the poet’s domicile. ‘‘ I warned 
ye it was rank sedition and worse than that, it was throwin’ 
awa guid money, for it’s no to be expected that the French 
ll get the guns.” 

“That’s what I told him!” said Jean Armour. ‘‘ Three 
pounds thrown awa on silly nonsense! But Rab’s sae 
heidstrong ! ” 

““Ye’ve made an awfu’ hash o’t, Robert,”’ said the Bailie, 
“and ye’re bound to hae Collector Mitchell down upon ye. 
Everybody’s talkin’ o’ your rebel principles and sayin’ 
ye’'re a dangerous man, prepared to see even Britain go 
to wreck and ruin. I ken better, bein’ a Mauchline man, 
and what I thought was that ye might come up to-morrow 
night to the Masons’ meetin’ and set things right sae far 
as possible wi’ a stave o’ the patriotic.” 

“What kind o’ stave ?”’ the poet asked, smiling. 

“Oh, ony kind o’ trumpet stuff would serve for the 
occasion ; ye could slap a couple o’ stanzas up in half a 
jiffy ; I would get them printed aff and circulated round.” 

“T daresay that!” said Burns. ‘‘ Most kind of you! 
But I’m no’ gaun to buy the gudewill o’ Dumfries wi’ 
patriotic stanzas made to order, Bailie, and your dainty 
bit plan would mak’ me angry if it hadna got its comic 
side.” 

“Well, tak’ my word for’t, Robert,” said the dis- 
appointed Bailie, ‘‘ ye’ve made a bonny hash o’ things, 
and may say ‘fareweel’ to the Friars Carse folk, Craig- 
darroch, Lawrie, and the ladies o’ Woodley Park.” 

“Farewell and fair-good-e’en to them if that be so!” 
said Burns with a flashing eye; ‘‘I may doff my hat to 
them at times but no’ my politics.” 

Bailie M‘Kie was right too; only the tradesmen and 
artisans—Pyats as they onetime called them—could 
remain his friends. As in defiance, his political demeanour 
grew more boldly individual as time went on, and one 
night in the theatre when ‘‘God save the King” was 
played he sat and kept his hat on. ‘‘ Turn him out!” 
“Shame, Burns! ”’ cried the loyal citizens. Next day he 
walked the street alone, shunned by all but a few reckless 
revolutionaries, regarded with eyes askance. 
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He clearly realised the situation ; now the air was worse 
than polar, having a sepulchral chill. Men who were 
proud to be seen walking with him some months ago 
transparently jinked now into quite inappropriate shops 
when they saw him coming. The most illuminating 
evidence of the state of things was to be seen in the 
ridiculous alarm of Brown, the saddler, who, coming 
hurriedly out of his shop with his brattie on to seek 
refreshment in a tavern across the way, turned and fled 
back like a startled hen at the very sight of Burns, whom 
he had so often joined in a post-meridian dram. 

“ Brown, too! ”’ said the poet to himself with bitterness. 
‘‘ Well, poor soul! he has to think of his Dalswinton 
customers! And I should hae a bell about my neck— 
a leper’s bell to let a’ respectable, canny merchant-bodies 
ken that I’m on the street.” 

One man crossed and spoke to him—young Grierson, 
whom once he had befriended in a smuggling affair, a 
fellow with no character to lose. ‘‘ Ye’re takin’ the air, 
Mr Burns?” he said politely, and the poet smiled a 
little ruefully. 

“Ye see I’m welcome to as much of it as can be got on 
this side of the street,’ he said ; “‘ there’s none of my fine 
friends over there inclined to share it.” The ladies of 
Woodley Park and half a dozen lairds had that moment 
crossed the causeway to the other side with the obvious 
intention to avoid him. 

“‘T thought ye were maybe makin’ a sang,” said Grierson 
sympathetically. 

Burns shrugged his shoulders. ‘‘I got the drift 0’ ane 
to an auld air just now,” he answered :— 


“ Policy parts good company. 


The honest folk o’ Dumfries are a’ content to tak’ the shady 
side o’ the street because a Republican rogue tak’s the 
liberty o’ strollin’ in the sun.” 

“It’s thae d—n guns o’ yours!” explained young 
Grierson impetuously. ‘‘ What way do ye no’ deny ye 
ever sent them ?”’ 

‘It would be a lee if I did,” said Burns. ‘‘ I have lee’d 
wi’ a glass, and lee’?d—God help me !—wi’ a lass, but I 
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canna, drunk or sober, lee about my heart’s convictions. 
Well, vogue la galére !—and that’s French for ye, Jamie— 
come on and hae a dram! ”’ 

‘“ Over to the Inn ? ”’ said Grierson agreeably. 

“Nay, nay, young James! nae inns for us to-day! 
Too many o’ my friends are there. Do ye ken Grizzel 
Baillie’s ballad ? — 

His bonnet stood ance fu’ fair on his brow, 
His auld ane looked better than mony ane’s new ; 


But now he lets’t wear ony way it will hing, 
And casts himself dowie upon the corn bing. 


O were we young, as we ance hae been, 

We sud hae been galloping doun on yon green, 
And linking it ower the lily-white lea, — 

And werena my heart light I wad dee ! 


“‘Only my heart’s no’ light, James; that’s where the ditty 


fails me... . Where in a’ the world are thae folk crowdin’ ?”’ 
“Then ye havena heard the news!”’ cried Grierson, 
astonished. ‘‘We’re gaun to war wi’ France; she 


threatens to invade us, and these are Volunteers. I 
joined mysel’ an hour ago!” 


When Burns got home to his house in the Vennel, Jean, 
his wife, was baking scones. 

“What’s that on your hat ?”’ said she; it had a bow of 
coloured ribbons. 

““Great news!” he cried, elated. ‘“‘ The French are 
goin’ to fight us, and I’ve joined the Volunteers. I wish 
to the Lord I had back my cannons !”’ 

“Three pounds! And the children needin’ boots! 
Ye’re a braw poet, but there’s whiles ye’re awfu’ stupid, 
Robert !’”’ said Jean Armour. ‘“‘ And the French are 
goin’ to fight us, are they ? When are the puir deluded 
bodies goin’ to start ?”’ 

‘“The sooner the better so far as I’m concerned,” said 
Burns. ‘“‘I’ll be better wi’ a gun than at the gaugin’. 
But the idiots up the toon imagine ’’—and he laughed— 
“that I’m no patriot !” 

‘Tf that’s the case,’”’ said his wife as she cut the scones 
upon the griddle, ‘‘ they canna hae read a great deal o’ 
your poetry.” 
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Havine reached the spot whence Clashlet should be 
visible, and the very odour of its peats apparent, I stood 
among tufts of myrtle, and looked across the hollow 
country for at least a ruined gable of the steading. Not 
a single stone of it was to be seen! There was still the 
sheepfold down beside the burn, for the dry-stone shelters 
of the sheep persist long after the mortared homes of men 
have crumbled to the dust ; and the rowan tree, with its 
berries reddening, was yet upon the knoll; but house, 
and barn, and byre, and garden had completely dis- 
appeared. It seemed incredible that this thing could 
have happened in the space of five-and-twenty years,— 
Clashlet’s fires extinguished; the strong grey walls and 
oaken cabars swept from the surface of the earth as by a 
scythe ; the household scattered to the void; the ordeal 
of Lily Armstrong ended. I went down the grass-obliter- 
ated, almost undistinguishable path, to find myself knee- 
deep in nettles upon what had been a threshold ; of her 
tiny patch of garden naught remained but a clump of 
rank-grown tansy. 

There were three brothers in Clashlet—one like a rock, 
and one like a larch, and one like running water. Their 
names were Dugald, Paul, and John, and I name them in 
order of their ages, Dugald being eldest. Of the three he 
had travelled farthest and seen most, having carried a 
draper’s pack for years in the North of England, and come 
home to Clashlet on his father’s death, to take command 
of three thousand black-faced sheep at a time when wool 
was at its highest. Short, thick, bow-legged, and power- 
ful, with head and beard of a granite-grey, he seemed, in 
body, as in spirit, like a being hewn from stone. 
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His favourite word was “‘ wrestling.”’ ‘‘ We must be 
wrestling!’ would he say of a morning’s clipping; of a 
bargain about tups; of the machinations of a personal 
Devil ; of carnal appetites whereof he had his share. He 
wrestled without ceasing, not only against principalities 
and powers, but against all things tender, delicate, or 
beautiful. The very rose that Lily Armstrong tried to 
train against their porch aroused in him contemptuous 
opposition. And yet I must say a good man after his own 
fashion ; a very monster of integrity, hating lies, incapable 
of mean evasions, ready to be ground to powder for the 
sake of any of the trivial convictions which he cherished 
as the inspirations of Omnipotence. Once on an autumn 
day he had walked fifty miles without a halt to restore a 
shilling, of which by miscalculation he had wronged a man 
at a Wigtown market. 

Paul was like a larch that had rooted in a crevice of that 
cliff, his elder brother. Situated elsewhere, free from that 
tyrannic influence, timeously relieved from his allegiance 
to the family Capital and the family ties, he might, I think, 
have been a splendid man. He had ’listed once at a Fair ; 
and the sergeant, measuring his six-feet-three, had mentally 
mazked him for the Guards, but Dugald on the morrow 
wrenched his brother from this appropriate destiny, and 
took him home to Clashlet in a cart. 

“Ye must wrestle, Paul,” said he, ‘‘ against the pomps 
of redcoats and of trumpets ; God made ye for the hill! ”’ 

So the sapling Paul thereafter herded the sheep they had 
inherited, relinquishing a dream of independence and 
adventure, his head high in the air, but his feet imprisoned 
by the fraternal rock. 

Finally there was John the instable, irresolute as the 
weather-vane, fluid as Clashlet Burn. Through him, 
directly, came the tragedy. They say, who knew him best, 
‘that he was a man of good intentions; that he was un- 
selfish ; that he would not hurt a fly; it is the subtlety 
of Nature that she should make the immediate instruments 
of her cruelty so often of such seeming harmless creatures. 
Dugald may be absolved hereafter, being a man of stone 
from his nativity, insensible of what he did; Paul may 
come through that last Assize assoilyied and admonished, 
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as a passive agent in that poor girl’s ruin, being under 
dominance of his elder brother. But the deepest pit and 
all the torments of eternity would not be expiation for the 
sin of John, who, capable of loving Lily Armstrong, was 
likewise capable of standing timorous and acquiescent 
while the gentle creature perished in the clayey furrows of 
Clashlet Farm. 

The domestic tragedy of the taunt, the blow, yea, even 
the knife or pistol, is less atrocious than that whereof she 
was the victim, yet was it witnessed going on for years 
by a country-side that offered no intervention, For the 
case of Lily Armstrong is commonplace; such women’s 
tragedies are enacted in every rural parish. But to me, 
who had seen the same sad fate in other instances and must 
remain inactive, things being as they are and wives but 
chattels, there were features of this wretched woman’s 
case that rendered it peculiarly lurid and appalling. Seeing 
her in church attended by the brothers—she, pale and woe- 
begone and disillusioned, each year more shabby of attire, 
less scrupulous of appearance, manifestly sinking deeper 
every season in the slough, my heart was torn to think of 
what she used to be and what she might have been. Ah! 
child of sorrow, had I known thee in the days when I was 
young and thou wert still unbroken! .. . 

When the mother of the three men died it was Dugald 
who said, ““ We need a woman-body here in Clashlet ; 
wool is going down ; we cannot afford or depend on house- 
keepers ; you, John, better cast an eye about for a good 
strong wife.’ The youngest brother took his counsel. 
He found himself, at one time, at a Cattle Show in a distant 
part of the country, where the daughter of a widowed inn- 
keeper, impressed, as women will be, by some superficial 
graces and the prospect of an Arcadian life in a farm of 
three thousand sheep, fell in love with him, and came home 
with him his wife. 

The sight of her, on her coming home, astonished us ; 
she was so utterly incongruous with Clashlet and its tenants. 
A town girl—nay, a town lady; well-bred, refined, and 
elegant ; you saw it in her dress and carriage, even before 
you saw it in the radiant alertness of her eye, the sensitive 
and mobile face, or heard it in the cultivated accents of her 
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melodious voice. Body and mind, she seemed without a 
blemish. In her presence her husband, John, whose figure 
and address were not amiss in a bucolic way, had the look 
of an awkward lout ; the brothers, tailing in behind her 
to the church on that first Sunday of the tragedy, appeared 
like menials humbly attendant on a queen. Your heart 
went out to her! She bore, in her immediate presence, 
wizard powers to rouse and purify ; our rural world seemed 
made to be her footstool. 

That day her fascination culminated in her singing, 
which, without predominance of pitch or volume, welling 
from sincere ecstatic sources, gave to our psalmody the 
quality of vespers heard from dewy thickets. It seemed 
to us that one so rare and gifted must completely alter all 
that was sordid, ugly, mean, and calculating in the Clashlet 
house. But, the flower has only a fleeting season; the 
rock prevails ; the larch upsprung from the cleft of it will 
wave its pennants in the sky for generations, and the water, 
howbeit shallow in its courses, suffers really nothing from 
drought or frost, but freshly glints and babbles again when 
the rigours are gone that ruin tranquil gardens. 

“What was yon bowed head on the book-board for ? 
We're not accustomed here to such Papistical play-acting ! ” 
said the elder brother to her when the service ended. ‘‘ Too 
much of the concert in your singing too! ”’ 

She must have been appalled when she found to what 
a fate she was indentured! The wealth of Clashlet, of 
which her John had been so eloquent, was all upon the hill, 
and sedulously guarded by the brothers and their dogs ; 
and, lessening in volume by each fall in prices, made its 
owners more and more niggard of the simplest comforts 
of the home. For them—for the rock especially—the 
family Capital, that must be kept intact, was everything ; 
domestic pleasures were effeminate and sinful. Toiling 
like serfs themselves, they looked to Lily Armstrong for the 
unremitting labours of a slave and for a slave’s subservience. 
She, who could be marvellously adorned by the simplest 
clothing of her choice, must forego the purchase of a single 
ribbon. Those few accomplishments her folk had paid for 
—the piano, singing, embroidery, a taste in books—would 
seem preposterously ludicrous practised by a wife with 
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cows to milk at dawn, rough food to cook, turnips to single, 
hay to coil, mash to make, soiled clothes to wash, and stalls 
to clean. No servant had ever stayed in Clashlet long 
before her coming; the brothers were too terrible, the 
routine of that unlovely household was so overwhelming, 
and she, who yearned for some companionship, even though 
it were a slattern’s, could not retain one but for the briefest 
period, even by her most excessive kindness. All fled from 
Clashlet after a short experience of that life from which she, 
being bond, could not escape. 

It was not without a struggle that she sank ; for a time 
she strove to keep her head above that stagnant marsh of 
vile materialism,—to smile, to sing a little, nourish flowers, 
and seek communion with a few congenial souls who pitied 
and understood; but her destiny crushed her down. 
They broke the heart of her! They broke her pride! 
They might as well have stuffed the divot in her mouth ! 

Could we but see the degradation of a radiant spirit in 
the rapid movement of a cinematograph, the spectacle 
would horrify. I witnessed it extending over twenty 
years ; and even thus deliberately beheld, it was a thing 
to make the hills round Clashlet dreadful as a dungeon’s 
walls, the clangour of the burn as sinister to the ear as 
clanking shackles. Times bettered for the farmer; the 
partner brothers prospered, and greatly she helped their 
prospering, but it made no difference to Lily Armstrong, 
wife of a man of water, and slave to him and to his brothers, 
rock and pine. 

Her brutal, unbefitting labours were no less essential to 
the men whose God was the family Capital. You could 
almost see her coarsening week by week; you saw, at 
least, the gradual hardening of that once sweet mouth, 
the dulling of that keen, glad eye; lost grace of move- 
ment, self-respect evanishing. Infected, as it were, by 
that miasmic atmosphere of gross materialism in which 
her days were spent, she, too, grew harsh, penurious, 
distrustful, and unlovely who had one time been a flower 
diffusing fragrance, generous as the rain, confiding, 
unaffected, frank, and capable of any sacrifice for love. 

Thank God, no children came to the degraded years of 
her who should, with a happier destiny, have mothered 
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noble sons! She died on the verge of forty, prematurely 
aged and broken—heart and body; and her husband, 
who had always had some glimmering of the truth, wept 
maudlin tears upon her grave. She died a sacrifice to the 
family Capital—to three thousand black-faced sheep ; 
and I rejoice to-day that there are no sheep of theirs on 
Clashlet nor a stone of its steading standing. Far better 
the deer—far better the wolf itself—on the hill of Clashlet 
than those creatures that maintained the only passion of 
the men who murdered Lily Armstrong ! 
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My first memory of Miss Jean is of a nimble little body, 
and a head wrapped monstrously in shawls. It was said 
that she sometimes wore as many as six of these shawls, 
one above the other, beginning with two in the hottest 
days of summer, and adding to them as the seasons 
passed and the days perceptibly grew less warm, till the 
first frost of winter came, when she covered all with the 
sixth, that was, unless my memory misleads me, of the 
tartan of Rob Roy. As she tripped about her parlour- 
room in Whitton’s Close in a joyous haste to make me jelly 
pieces, she was my notion of a Brownie, that in every tale 
of the Highland nurse who reared me, is of no discoverable 
age, and small and kindly, its head a mystery, its foot- 
steps hushed and agile. Twas herself, indeed, that gave 
me many a tale of Brownie and dwarf, never tiring to 
tell me of that fine world of fancy in stormy days when 
the window-panes were blurred with rain and sea-spray, 
so that she could not indulge her passion for looking out 
upon the Craig, the quay, the distant isles where lights 
flashed in the dusk. 

Between the whiteness of her hair, as sometimes I was 
privileged to see it, and the agility of her footsteps ; be- 
tween the antiquity of her clothing, and the girlishness of 
her laugh and conversation, there was a disagreement 
that left me always dubious whether she was young or 
old; and her face that was smooth as wax, and her eyes 
that were like peat-hag pools in glints.of sun, gave me no 
help to solve a puzzle that in truth quickly ceased to 
exercise my mind. 

It was long after, when I learned that she had not set 
foot outside her own doors but once in more than forty 
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years, nor had more fresh air been permitted to intrude 
upon her parlour solitude than came in unbidden when 
the door was opened for her to cry down to her maid, 
Katherine-Ann, to be sure and make herself a good dinner 
because the day was cold, and send a bowl of soup to each 
of the neediest neighbours in the Vennel. 

Forty years !—it is a long time of hermitage, and on 
the verge of crying seas, and they so often dreadful! Once 
I remember, greatly daring, I proposed to take her out 
and show her a nest with young things in it, in our garden, 
and somehow the notion caught her fancy so that she had 
her feet upon the threshold. But there she paused and 
sighed, looking fearfully up and down in front of the 
deserted Land. 

“Oh, how cold it is, little boy!” said she, shivering, 
though the air had the bland caress of June. ‘‘ I will—I 
will go some other day, dear, when the weather is more 
kind!’ And though I hung eagerly upon her gown, and 
tried to force her to my nestlings, she went in again, just 
faintly scolding me for my importunity. 

In those days I did not know how it happened that Miss 
Jean was unlike the world, as my own people used to say 
of her. And I did not care. It would not have surprised 
me jf I had been told of her long imprisonment in her 
parlour-room, that had been broken but the once on a 
night when—long before I was born—having heard of 
the Captain’s new shandry-dan, she had been tempted 
by the last spasm of her woman’s curiosity to go out with 
a lantern behind the sheds and look at this strange chariot. 
She had been followed by her maid, Katherine-Ann, who 
found her all trembling with pleasure at the splendour of 
the thing, and concealing a bright new crown-piece under 
the cushions for luck to the owner. 

‘“‘ Katherine-Ann, my dear,” said she, ‘‘ you will not 
~ tell the Captain or he will think me daft. It will please the 
good man to have an omen.” 

But, to come to what I learned long afterwards, Miss 
Jean’s devotion to her fireside started with the loss of her 
sister Leevie. They were twins and orphans, the gayest 
of the gay, and—as I well believe it—old folks said they 
had been beautiful by-ordinary, loving one another so 
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that the neighbours laughed at them—and loved each 
other better, too, because of the example. It was the time 
of the big old wars. Drums rolled in Ayr and Girvan, a 
soldier came and loved—or made pretence to—and 
marched at the last of it, behind his company, with poor 
Leevie crouched in shameful hiding in the bottom of a 
sutler’s cart. 

For days—for weeks—the house in Whitton’s Close 
rang hideously with the name of Leevie who would never 
again come home to true love. And Miss Jean went out 
no more. She sat solitary in her parlour-room, the world 
for her at a standstill, the airs of heaven growing more 
unwelcome every year, her shawls more numerous, her 
face more waxen. No one from the outside world saw her 
except on New Year’s days. 

“It is so long since I have been over the door,” she 
would say; “‘it must be a week at least, and I cannot 
bear to have the people asking for me and shaking hands. 
And besides, it is so cold! ”’ 

As for my intrusion on this strange solitary in Whitton’s 
Close, it happened on a Hallowe’en. With other boys I 
had set out to the robbing of her tiny slip of garden, and 
had been caught by the maid, Katherine-Ann, and brought 
in terrified to face the woman with the shawls. 

“Oh, dear!” she cried, half-weeping herself, and trip- 
ping round the room to seek for ha’pence and the guava 
jelly that came from some relative in distant parts. “‘ Oh, 
dear! is not this the foolish boy to be frightened for Miss 
Jean that is just daft with liking for the young and 
venturesome! You may come and rob my garden every 
night till there is not a kale-stock left in it ; though wha 
a boy should want with kale-stocks on a Hallowe’en F 

And there she was feeding me—herself laughing girlishly 
the while—with great spoons of the marvellous jelly I 
learned to prize later, for its travels and its flavour of 
tropic isles. That and her tales brought me often back to 
her parlour, for all my fears of that swathed head and 
waxen face and piercing eyes. She was not like the world, 
as they must be whispering at home, but she had a heart 
of gold. All that sweet rare womanhood crystalled in one 
fine quality—kindness ; she had a crave for the pleasure 
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of doing generous deeds. The window of her parlour- 
room, as I have said, looked on the Craig, and Arran hills ; 
but more closely it glanced upon the harbour, and the 
quay where throbs the life of our little community. Time 
stood for her, poor dear! Perhaps in some deep wisdom 
that we sane have not the secret of, she knew there is no 
space nor time nor death; but the hardships of poverty 
and age hurt her always to her tears. A going-about body 
passing the land in a ragged coat almost made her open 
her window to cry him in; instead she would send 
Katherine-Ann after him with food. A woman standing 
in the cold on the quay waiting the return of her husband’s 
skiff never failed to send her to the pomade-bottle that 
was her curious poor’s-box. I have often seen her shake 
it gleefully between her and the light of the window, and 
cry, ‘‘ Mercy on me! how the money goes! But what a 
merry sound!’’ And the coins would jingle a little in 
the bottle and then come tumbling into her palm, which 
was so small and plump that no coin could stay there long 
under any circumstances. 

I think these days in Miss Jean’s parlour were the 
happiest of my life ; at least they were the best, the purest, 
the most profitable. What I heard and saw there lasts 
with me more memorable than anything I have heard or 
seen in the years of my manhood. And that is why I can 
mind of a New Year’s Day when something happened in 
Miss Jean’s in Whitton’s Close that I did not understand, 
but is now.as plain to me as if I read it in a story. 

The New Year’s Day, I have said, was the only occasion 
of her contact with the outside world. A few friends— 
mostly old folks—made it a custom to put on their best 
and youthfullest, and come on that day to the parlour- 
room and wish Miss Jean the compliments of the season. 

It is later knowledge to me that there was an understanding 
~ among them, perhaps never mentioned but grown of itself 
in those good and thoughtful hearts who sought to save 
this over-grieved little lady fresh trials, that her impressions 
of how things stood in the outer world should suffer no 
correction ; that for her the old should still be young as 
when she used to mingle with them; the long-dead still 
be quick and busy. But I did not know this as I sat that 
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day in a lug-chair in Miss Jean’s room, reading ‘ The Holy 
War.’ Her shawls for once were off ; her hair, that was 
blanched to snow, was braided; she had a gown of blue 
silk, and all trembling with pleasure and excitement she 
busied herself in preparations among cordials and cakes 
and green tea, with now and then a turn to an ancient jar 
full of withered rose-leaves that she tossed in her fingers 
so that they might give a perfume to the room. 

“Little boy,” said she, ‘‘here’s the garden still, but 
never a drop of dew,” 

The first of her visitors was an old lady she called Miss 
Marget, but who to me and all who moved outside that 
parlour-room was known as the Skipper’s Widow. She 
was as round as a girr, had a face all crinkled with smiling, 
and kept on her mittens to conceal her marriage-ring as 
she sipped her claret-wine with an awkward unpractised 
youthfulness. 

‘““Dear me, Miss Jean, it’s you that’s looking well!” 
said she, and glanced uneasily at me. 

Miss Jean’s face took on a glow that almost justified the 
flattery. 

“You are a daft creature, Marget,”’ said she, ‘‘ and will 
never be wiser till you get a man.” She laughed slyly, 
pushed her friend on the shoulder playfully, and “‘ Is it still 
the Skipper ? ”’ said she. 

““God be about us!” said the Skipper’s Widow, and 
glanced again at me. 

“And, oh dear, I’m wearied of waiting for Leevie and 
her husband !’’ said Miss Jean. 

‘There is no word of them coming this way soon, is 
there?’ asked the Skipper’s Widow, nibbling her cake 
and looking oddly out at the window with more than her 
usual colour in her cheeks. 

“ T expect they will be up here on Han’sel Monday,” said 
Miss Jean. ‘“‘ They are to set up house in the town, for the 
Major must leave the Army, that is no place for a man with 
a wife and family.” 

“Oh, Aunty Jean! Aunty Jean!”’ cried the Skipper’s 
Widow, laughing slyly, and Miss Jean blushed once more 
and pushed her gently on the arm again, and thrust more 
cake on her attention. 
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“Indeed, and I am very fond of bairns,” said she, put- 
ting a hand for a moment on my head. 

The Widow changed the topic, and entered eagerly upon 
discourse on dances and kirns, and marriages ; and the odd 
thing to me was that she spoke of many names I could see 
on any Sunday carved under mort-head and cherubim 
in Girvan churchyard. It seemed to me that the play of 
old folks had some curious features, though Miss Jean 
Kennedy enjoyed it vastly, and the Widow must laugh 
determinedly, yet, as I noticed, always with an aim to keep 
the conversation as far away as could be from Miss Leevie. 
But to that topic Miss Jean as eagerly returned. 

“Do you know, Marget,”’ she cried, “‘ what is troubling 
me is that Leevie and her man will find it ill to get a suitable 
house.” 

The Skipper’s Widow gathered the crumbs in her lap, 
and made to shake them into the fireplace. To do so she 
must pass close to me as I sat in the lug-chair, and I noticed 
with some wonder that she was screwing up her eyes to 
keep back tears. Next moment she was turned about and 
bravely smiling. 

“T was thinking of going about to look for a suitable 
place for them,” said Miss Jean; ‘‘ but I have not been 
over the door since—since Saturday.” 

“Indeed and I have not been seeing you going about,” 
said the Skipper’s Widow. ‘‘ But there is plenty of time 
between now and Han’sel Monday.” 

When she was leaving, she said, ‘‘ Be sure and call, my 
dear, when you are down the street,’ which Miss Jean, 
self-condemned to life’s imprisonment, promised cheerfully 
to do. ; 

It was something like this with all her New Year’s 
visitors. They were all, it seemed, in a pact to keep the 
. world youthful, and their old intimates immortal, and dis- 
courage, as well as they could, all reference to Miss Leevie. 
The most wonderful of all of them was the last, a gentleman 
whose by-name is vivid in my memory, and that she called 
him John, but whose surname I forget, if I ever knew it. 
I fear he had been at many hospitable houses before he 
reached Miss Jean’s. I remember his roving eyes, his old- 
fashioned brass-buttoned coat, his red face, his uneasy 
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laugh. She met him with a hand on each of his coat 
lapels. 

‘‘T was sure you would not forget us to-day,’’ said she 
tenderly ; and with something of discretion pressed on him 
a cup of her green tea, which he took with protestations of 
pleasure, but with more friendly glances towards her 
decanter. 

“Forget !’’ said he. ‘‘ Could the sea forget the shore, 
Miss Jean Kennedy? Tell me that!’ and flourished the 
cup with the movement of one that gives a toast. 

She was red with pleasure—this little woman with 
blanched hair and waxen face. 

This time it was she who did not care to speak of Leevie, 
though the name would come in spite of her to her lips, 
to be checked there with a shamed expression. 

““When Leevie comes, John—oh, I hope you are keeping 
quite well in this cold weather !”’ 

He laughed loudly at this, though it seemed to me not 
with much sincerity. 

‘“‘T never was a day ill in my life, Miss Jean,”’ said he. 

She put up protesting hands. ‘‘ Hush, hush, John,’ she 
cried, glancing about her; ‘‘ do not say that for fear God 
should hear you. I was once without trouble myself, and 
could not keep my heart low and humble in my hands, but 
must have it leaping high and vaunting, and then Leevie— 

ou will take some sweet cake, John ? ” 

“ Anything that these fair hands have made,” said that 
odd elderly gallant, as if she were a girl. 

“Ah, John!” said she, “‘it was always the pretty 
speech with you. And—what was I going to say now ? 
Oh yes, I am sorry, I am so sorry!” 

She paused and looked pityingly at him. 

He coughed ; his brow was in a perspiration. I think 
he was not happy. 

“Tam so sorry Leevie treated you so badly, John,’’ and 
she wrung her hands in distress, tears in her eyes. 

“It does not matter ; it really does not matter anything 
at all, Miss Jean,” said he, and crumbled down the frag- 
ments of his cake upon the table. ‘“‘It really does not 
matter much. I’m heart-whole, I assure you, except when 
I see her sister. Ha! ha! what do you think of that, 
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Miss Jean? Except when I see her sister.’ And then he 
gave another flourish with his cup, an aged, awkward 
gallant, looking the while suspiciously at me, as if he feared 
my laughter. 

““T know she—she—I know she liked you, John,”’ said 
Miss Jean. 

“Not a bit, not a bit!’ said he quickly. 

“Oh yes, she did that.” 

““ Well, perhaps,’’ he conceded ; ‘‘ but it went no further 
aa just liking, What does it matter now anyway, poor 
girl!” 

“Tam glad you are not thinking of it,” said Miss Jean 
more cheerfully, and made to fill another cup of tea. 
“* After all, you have youth and the world before you yet, 
and there’s as good fish in the sea as ever came out of it. 
We must just be glad our dear Leevie has made so good a 
match of it; the Major comes of a good family.” 

And at that the man with the by-name, whom she called 
John, gave a strange cry, put down his cup untasted and 
ran ridiculously from the parlour-room. 

“Come back this minute, John! ”’ cried my dear friend, 
following him to the stair-landing, but he never turned. 

Miss Jean came back to the room, not greatly distressed 
at this discourtesy. ‘‘ Poor John,” said she; “‘ he takes 
a glass at the New Year. It was not like the thing at all 
between him and Leevie, not like the thing at all, and I’m 
glad he takes it so light-hearted.” 

It was by this time, I remember, late in the afternoon, 
and snow was falling. I had got to the window and looked 
at sea-gulls standing in a row upon the net-poles ; on the 
idle boats lying along the wall; on Ailsa growing dim. 
The maid, Katherine-Ann, brought in hot water; Miss 
Jean washed the tea-dishes at the table, and I was thinking 
. hard. 

“‘ Who was Leevie ? ”’ I asked, plunging to the mystery’s 
core. 

She smiled. 

‘“‘ Leevie is just my sister Olivia, my dear,’’ said she ; 
‘“‘ Olivia Shaw, the Major’s lady, and a bonnie lass she is, 
as you will see at her home-coming.”’ 

“ Olivia,” said I. ‘‘ And Leevie is just Olivia. I did 
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not know. There is an Olivia Kennedy buried in the 
churchyard.” 

‘‘ Olivia Kennedy,” she cried at that, her face all storm, 
her eyes alarmed, and she caught me by the arm. ‘‘ What 
nonsense is this you are telling me, little boy? There 
never was but one Olivia in the parish—my dear sister 
that is now the Major’s wife and will come home on 
Han’sel Monday. Oh, dear! it is so cold, I’m just shiver- 
ing,’ and she started to put on her shawls, once more the 
Brownie. 

Passing the kirkyard on my way home I looked over 
the dyke at the plot they call the Strangers’ Ground. I 
was quite right in what I told Miss Jean; there was a 
slate-stone there, a generation old, and a little bit ajee, 
and cut on it the words :— 


” 


In Memory of 
OLIVIA KENNEDY 


Daughter of the late George Kennedy, Portioner in 
Dalmannoch, 


Who died in Edinburgh, 3rd June 18— 
Aged 19 years. And is interred here. 


I spoke about the thing that night to my mother, who 
was much disturbed, and set me angrily to my lessons, 
though it was a time of holiday. And but for a promise 
that I should never name Leevie or Olivia to Miss Jean 
again, I would never have got back to the parlour in 
Whitton’s Land. 
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